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VERY  late  indeed  in  May,  but  early  in  the  morn- 
ing, Laurel  Amniidon  lay  in  bed  considering 
two  widely  different  aspects  of  chairs.  The 
day  before  she  had  been  eleven,  and  the  comparative  ma- 
turity of  that  age  had  filled  her  with  a  moving  disdain 
for  certain  fanciful  thoughts  which  had  given  her  extreme 
youth  a  decidedly  novel  if  not  an  actually  adventurous  set- 
ting. Until  yesterday,  almost,  she  had  regarded  the 
various  chairs  of  the  house  as  beings  endowed  with 
life  and  character;  she  had  held  conversations  with  some, 
and,  with  a  careless  exterior  not  warranted  by  an  inner 
dread,  avoided  others  in  gloomy  dusks.  All  tliis,  now,  she 
contemptuously  discarded.  Chairs  were  —  chairs,  things 
to  sit  on,  wood  and  stuffed  cushions. 

Yet  she  was  slightly  melancholy  at  Ic^ing  such  a  satis- 
factor>'  lot  of  reliable  familiars:  unlike  older  people,  vic- 
tims of  the  most  disconcerting  moods  and  m3'sterious 
changes,  chairs  could  always  be  counted  on  to  remain 
secure  in  their  individual  peculiarities. 

She  could  see  by  her  fireplace  the  elaborately  carved 
teakwood  chair  that  her  grandfather  had  brought  home 
from  China,  which  had  never  varied  from  the  state  of 
a  brown  and  rather  benevolent  dragon;  its  claws  were 
always  claws,  the  grinning  fretted  mouth  was  perpetually 
ilxed  for  a  cloud  of  smoke  and  a  mild  rumble  of  com- 
plaint.  The  severe  waxed  hickory  beyond  with  the  broad 
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arm  for  writing,  a  source  of  special  pride,  had  been  an 
accommodating  and  precise  old  gentleman.  The  spindling 
gold  chairs  in  the  drawing-room  were  supercilious  crea- 
tures at  a  king's  ball;  the  graceful  impressive  formality  of 
the  Heppelwhites  in  the  dining  room  belonged  to  the  love- 
liest of  Boston  ladies.  Those  with  difficult  haircloth 
seats  in  the  parlor  were  deacons;  others  in  the  breakfast 
room  talkative  and  uii[)retentious;  while  the  deep  easy- 
chair  before  the  lil)rary  lire  was  a  ship.  There  were  ma- 
hogany stools,  dwarfs  of  dark  tricks;  angr>'  high-backed 
things  in  the  hall  below;  and  a  terrif}ing  shape  of  gleam- 
ing red  that,  without  question,  stirred  hatefully  and 
reached  out  curved  and  dripjjing  liands. 

Anyhow,  such  they  had  all  seemed.  But  lately  she  had 
felt  a  growing  secrecy  about  it,  an  increasing  dread  of 
being  laughed  at;  and  now,  definitely  eleven,  she' recog- 
nized the  necessity  of  dropping  such  pretense  even  with 
herself.  They  were  just  chairs,  she  repeated;  there  wr.s 
an  end  of  that. 

The  tall  clock  with  the  brass  face  outside  her  door,  after 
a  premonitory  whirring,  loudly  and  firmly  struck  seven, 
and  Laurel  wondered  whether  her  sisters,  in  the  room 
open  from  hers,  were  awake.  She  listened  attentively 
but  there  was  no  sound  of  movement.  She  made  a  noise 
in  her  throat,  that  might  at  once  have  appeared  accidental 
and  been  successful  in  its  purpose  of  arousing  them;  but 
there  was  no  response.  She  would  have  gone  in  and 
frankly  waked  J  met,  who  was  not  yet  thirteen  and  rea- 
sonable; but  experience  had  shown  her  that  Camilla,  re- 
posing in  the  eminence  and  securit>'  of  two  years  more, 
would  permit  no  such  light  freedom  with  her  slumbers. 
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Sidsall,  who  had  been  given  a  big  room  for  herself  on  the 
other  side  of  their  parents,  would  greet  anyone  cheerfully 
no  matter  how  tightly  she  might  have  been  asleep.  And 
Sidsall,  the  oldest  of  tlicni  all.  was  nearly  sixteen  and  had 
stayed  for  part  of  their  cousin  Lucy  Salton-t  me's  dance, 
where  no  less  a  person  than  Roger  Brevard  had  asked 
her  for  a  quadrille. 

Laurel's  thoughts  grew  so  active  that  she  was  unable 
to  remain  any  longer  in  Ijcd;  she  freed  herself  from  the 
enveloping  linen  and  crossed  the  room  to  a  window 
through  which  the  sun  was  pouring  in  a  sharp  bright 
angle.  She  had  never  known  the  world  to  smell  so  de- 
lightful —  it  was  one  of  the  notable  Mays  in  which  the 
lilacs  blossomed  —  and  she  stood  responding  with  a 
sparkling  life  to  the  brilliant  scented  morning,  the  honey- 
sw^t  perfume  of  the  lilacs  mingled  with  the  faintly 
pungent  odor  of  box  wet  with  dew. 

She  could  see,  looking  back  across  a  smooth  green  cor- 
ner of  the  Wibirds'  lawn  next  door,  the  enclosure  of  their 
own  back  yard,  divided  from  the  garden  by  a  white  lattice 
fence  and  row  of  prim  grayish  poplars.  At  the  farther 
wall  her  grandfather,  in  a  wide  palm  leaf  hat,  was  stirring 
about  his  pear  trees,  tapping  the  ground  and  poking  among 
the  branches  with  his  ivor\'  headed  cane. 

Laurel  exulx;rantly  [jcrformed  her  morning  toilet,  half 
careless,  in  her  soaring  spirits,  of  the  possible  effect  of 
numerous  small  ringings  of  pitcher  on  basin,  the  clatter 
of  drriwers.  upon  Camilla.  Yesterday  she  had  worn  a 
dress  of  liuht  wool  delaine;  but  this  morning,  she  decided 
largely,  summer  had  practically  come;  and,  on  her  own 
authority,  she  got  an  affair  of  thin  pineapple  cloth  out  of 
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the  yellow  camphorwood  chest.  She  hurriedly  finished 
weaving  her  heavy  chestnut  hair  into  two  gleaming  plaits, 
fastened  a  muslin  guimpe  at  the  back,  and  slipped  into 
her  dress.  Here,  however,  she  twisted  her  face  into  an 
expression  of  annoyance  —  her  years  were  affronted  by 
the  length  of  pantalets  that  hung  below  her  skirt.  Such 
a  show  of  their  narrow  ruffles  might  do  for  a  wry  small 
girl,  but  not  for  one  of  eleven;  and  she  caught  them  up 
until  only  the  merest  fulled  edge  was  visible.  Then  .she 
made  a  buoyant  descent  to  the  lower  hall,  left  the  house 
by  a  side  door  to  the  bricked  walk  and  an  arched  gate 
into  the  yard,  and  joined  her  grandfather. 

"  Six  bells  in  the  morning  watch,"  he  announced,  con- 
sulting a  thick  gold  timepiece.  "  Head  pump  rigged  and 
deck  swabbed  d'-wn?  "  Secure  in  her  knowledge  of  the 
correct  answers  for  these  sudden  interrogations  Laurel  im- 
patiently replied,  "  Y'^s,  sir." 

"  Scuttle  butt  filled  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir."  She  frowned  and  dug  a  heel  in  the  soft 
ground. 

"  Then  splice  the  keel  and  heave  the  galley  overboard." 

This  last  she  recognized  as  a  sally  of  humor,  and  con- 
trived a  fleeting  perfunctor}^  smile.  Her  grandfather 
turned  once  more  to  the  pears.  "  See  the  buds  on  those 
Ashton  Towns,"  he  commented.  Laurel  gazed  critir?.lly: 
the  varnished  red  buds  were  bursting  with  white  blossom, 
the  new  leaves  unrolling,  tender  green  and  sticky.  "  But 
the  jargonelles — "  he  drew  in  his  lips  doubtfully.  She 
studied  him  with  the  profound  interest  his  sheer  Ix^ing 
always  invoked:  she  was  absorbed  in  his  surprising  large 
roundness  of  body,  like  an  enormous  pudding;  in  the  de- 
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liberate  care  with  which  he  moved  and  planted  his  feet; 
but  most  of  all  by  the  fact  that  when  he  was  angry  his 
face  got  quite  purple,  the  color  of  her  mother's  paktot  or 

a  Hamburg  grape. 

They  crossed  the  yard  to  where  the  vines  of  the  ..itter, 
and  of  white  Chasse'as  —  Laurel  was  familiar  with  these 
names  from  fre(|uent  horticultural  questionings  —  had 
Ix^en  laid  down  in  cold  frames  for  later  transplant'£g;  and 
from  them  the  old  man,  her  palm  tightly  held  in  his,  trod 
ponderously  to  the  currant  bushes  massed  against  the 
closed  arcade  of  the  stables,  the  woou  and  coal  and  store 
houses,  across  the  rear  of  the  place. 

At  last,  with  frequent  disconcerting  mutterings  and  ex- 
plosive breaths,  he  finished  his  inspection  and  turned  to- 
ward the  house.  Laurel,  conscious  of  her  own  suoenority 
of  apparel,  surveyed  her  companion  in  a  frowning  attitude 
exactly  caught  from  I:er  mother  He  had  on  that  mussy 
suit  of  yellow  Chinese  silk,  and  there  was  a  spot  on  the 
waistcoat  straining  at  its  i>earl  buttons.  She  wondered, 
maintaining  the  silent  mimicry  of  elder  remonstrance,  why 
he  would  wear  those  untidy  old  things  when  his  chests  were 
heaped  with  snowy  white  linen  and  English  broadcloths. 
It  was  very  improper  in  an  Ammidon,  particularly  in  one 
who  had  been  captain  of  so  many  big  shrns,  and  in  courl 
dress  with  a  cocked  hat  met  the  Emperor  v  i  Ru£.bi  i. 

They  did  not  retrace  Laurel's  steps,  but  passed  through 
a  narrow  \ticket  to  the  garden  that  lay  directly  behind 
the  house.  The  enclosure  was  full  of  robin-song  and 
pouring  sunlight;  the  lilac  trees  on  either  side  of  the  sum- 
mer-house against  the  gallery  of  the  stable  were  blurred 
with  their  new  lavender  flowering;  the  thomed  glossy 
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foliage  01  the  hedge  oi  June  roses  on  Briggs  Street  glit- 
tered with  diamonds  of  water;  and  the  rockery  in  the  far 
comer  showed  a  quiver  of  arbutus  among  its  strange  and 
lacy  ferns  and  mosses. 

Laurel  sniffed  the  fragrant  air,  filled  with  a  tumult  of 
energy;  every  instinct  longed  to  skip;  she  thought  of 
jouncing  as  high  as  the  poplars,  right  over  the  house  and 
into  Washington  Scjuare  beyond.  "Miss  I'idget!  "  her 
grandfather  exclaimed,  e.xasperated,  relea-ing  her  hand. 
"  You're  like  holding  on  to  a  .stormy  petrel."' 

"  I  don't  think  that's  very  nice,"  she  replied. 

"  God  bless  me,"  he  said,  turning  upon  her  his  steady 
blue  gaze;  "  what  have  we  u'ot  here,  .ill  drc.-sed  up  to  go 
ashore?  "  She  sharply  elevated  a  shoulder  and  retorted, 
"  Well,  I'm  eleven."'  His  look,  which  had  seemed  ciuite 
fierce,  grew  kindly  again.  "  Eleven,"  he  echoed  with  a 
satisfactory  amazenient;  "  that  will  need  some  ctmishaws 
and  kisses."  The  first,  .'^he  knew,  was  a  word  of  pleasant 
import,  broupht  from  the  Ea^-t,  and  meant  gifts;  and, 
realizing  that  the  second  was  unavoidaljly  connected  with 
it,  she  philosophically  held  up  her  face.  Lifting  her  over 
his  expanse  of  stomach  he  kissed  her  loudly.  She  didn't 
object,  really,  or  rather  she  wouldn't  at  all  1  ut  for  a  strong 
odor  of  Manilla  cheroots  and  the  Medford  rum  he  took 
at  stated  peri>-ds. 

After  this  they  moved  on,  through  the  bay  window  of 
the  drawing-room  that  opened  on  the  garden,  where  a 
woman  was  brushing  with  a  nodding  feather  duster,  under 
the  white  arcli  that  framed  the  main  stairway,  and  turned 
aside  to  where  l>reakfast  was  being  laid.  Laurel  saw 
that  her  father  was  already  seated  at  the  table,  intent  upon 
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the  tall,  thickly  printed  sheet  of  the  Salem  Register.  He 
paused  to  meet  her  dutiful  lips;  then  with  a  "Good 

morning,  father,"  returned  t.)  his  reading.  Camilla  en- 
tered at  Laurel's  heel>;  and  tlie  latter,  in  u  delight  slightly 
tempered  by  doubt,  saw  that  she  had  been  before  her  sis- 
ter in  a  suitable  dress  for  such  a  warm  day.  Camilla  still 
wore  her  dark  merino;  and  she  gazed  with  mingled  sur- 
prise and  annoyance  at  Laurel's  airy  garb. 

"Did  mother  say  you  might  put  tliat  on?"  she  -le- 
manded.  "  Because  if  she  didn't  I  expect  you  will  have 
to  go  right  up  from  breakfast  and  change.  It  isn't  a  dress 
at  all  for  so  early  in  the  morning.  Why,  I  believe  it's 
one  of  your  ver>^  best."  The  look  of  critical  disapproval 
suddenly  became  doubly  acrusing. 

"  Laurel  Animidon,  wherever  are  your  pantaU-ts?  " 
"  I'm  too  big  to  have  pantalets  hanginr  down  over  my 
shoetops,"  she  replied  defiantly,  "  and  so  I  '-.st  hitched 
them  up.  Vou  can  ^ti]l  >ee  the  frill."  Janet  had  coro« 
into  the  room,  and  stood  behind  her.  "  Don't  you  notice 
Camilla,"  she  advised;  "she's  not  really  grown  up." 
They  turned  at  the  appearance  of  their  mother.  "  Dear 
me,  Camilla,"  the  latter  observed,  "you  are  getting  too 
partK  ular  for  any  comfort.    What  has  upset  you  now?  " 

"Look  at  Laurel"  Camilla  replied;  "that's  all  you 
need  to  do.  You'd  thmk  she  went  to  dances  instead  of 
Sidsall." 

Laurel  painfully  avoided  her  mother's  comprehensive 
glance.  "  Very  beautiful,"  the  elder  said  in  a  tone  of 
palpable  pleasure.  Laurel  advanced  her  lower  lip  ever 
so  slightly  in  the  direction  of  Camilla.  "  But  vou  have 
taken  a  great  deal  into  your  own  hands."    She  <;hifted 
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apparently  to  another  toi)ic.  "  There  will  be  no  lessons 
to-day  for  1  have  to  send  Miss  Gomes  into  Boston."  At 
tJiis  aimouncement  Laurel  was  flooded  with  a  joy  that 
obviously  belonged  to  her  former,  less  dignified  state. 
"  However,"  her  mother  continued  addressing  her,  "  since 
you  have  dressed  yourself  like  a  lady  I  shall  ex^t  you 
to  behave  appropriately;  no  soiled  or  torn  skirts,  and  an 
hour  at  your  piano  scales  instead  of  a  half." 

Laurel's  anticipation  of  pleasure  ebbed  as  quickly  as 
it  had  come  —  she  would  have  to  move  with  the  greatest 
caution  all  day,  and  sj)end  a  whole  hour  at  the  piano. 
It  was  the  room  to  which  she  objected  rather  than  the 
practicing;  a  depressing  sort  of  place  where  she  was  care- 
ful not  to  move  anything  out  of  the  stiff  and  threatening 
order  in  which  it  belonged.  The  chair-deacons  in  par- 
ticular were  severely  watchful;  but  that,  now,  she  had 
determined  to  ignore. 

She  turned  to  johnnycakes,  honey  and  milk,  only  half 
hearing,  in  her  preoccupation  with  the  injustice  that  had 
overtaken  her,  the  conversation  about  the  table.  Her  gaze 
strayed  over  the  walls  of  the  breakfast  room,  where  water 
color  drawings  of  vessels,  half  models  of  ships  on  teak- 
wood  or  Spanish  mahogany  boards,  filled  every  possible 
space.  Some  her  grandfather  had  failed  in  as  second 
and  then  first  mate,  of  others  he  had  been  master,  and^the 
rest,  she  knew,  wore  owned  by  Amraidon,  Ammidon  and 
Saltonstone,  her  grandfather,  father  and  uncle. 

Just  opposite  her  was  the  Tn'o  Capes  at  anchor  in 
Table  Bay,  the  sails  all  furled  except  the  fore-topsail  which 
hung  in  the  gear.  A  gig  manned  by  six  sailors  in  tar- 
paulin hats  with  an  officer  in  the  stem  sheets  swung  with 
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dripping  oars  across  the  dark  water  of  the  foreground; 
on  tJie  left  an  inky  ship  was  standing  in  close  hauled 
on  the  {)ort  tack  with  all  her  canvas  set.  It  was  lighter 
about  the  Two  Cuprs,  and  at  the  Lack  a  mountain  with  a 
flat  top  —  showing  at  once  why  it  was  called  Table  Bay  — 
rose  against  an  overcast  sky.  Laurel  knew  a  great  deal 
about  the  Two  C,jp,  s  —  for  instance  that  she  had  been  a 
barque  of  two  hundred  and  nine  tons  —  because  it  had 
bee:,  her  grandfatlu  r's  first  command,  and  ho  never  tired 
of  narrating  every  detail  of  that  memorable  vo\age. 

Laurel  could  repeat  most  of  these  particulars?  They 
sailed  on  the  tenth  of  April  in  'ninety-three,  and  were 
four  and  a  half  months  to  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope;  twenty 
days  later,  on  the  roekv  island  of  St.  Taul.  grandfather 
had  a  fight  with  a  mon-ter  seal;  a  sailor  took  the  scurv>-, 
and,  dosed  with  niter  and  vinegar,  was  stowed  in  the 
longboat,  but  he  died  and  was  buried  at  sea  in  the  Dol- 
drums.   Then,  with  a  cargo  of  Sumatra  pepper,  they 
made  Corregidor  Island  and  Manilla  Bay  wliere  tlie  old 
Spanish  fort  stood  at  the  mouth  of  tlie  Pasig.  The 
barque,  the  final  cargo  of  hemp  and  indigo  and  sugar  in 
the  hold,  set  sail  again  for  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope,  and 
returned,  by  way  of  Falmouth  in  England  and  Rotterdam, 
liome. 

The  other  drawings  were  hardly  less  familiar;  ships, 
barques,  brigs  and  topsail  schooners,  the  skillful  work  of 
Salmon,  Anton  Roux  and  Chinnery.  There  was  the 
Celestina  becalmed  off  Marseilles  her  sails  hanging  idly 
from  the  yards  and  stavs,  her  hull  with  painted  ports 
and  carved  bow  and  stern  mirrored  in  the  level  sea. 
There  was  the  Albacore  running  through  the  northeast 
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trades  with  royals  aud  all  her  weather  siudtling  sails 
set.  Farther  along  tlie  Pidlas  Athtna,  in  hc.ivy  weailKr 
off  the  ("iipe  of  Good  Uo[k\  was  bu.i.u'  driven  1.  ird 
acro-<  till-  A'-^ulha^  Bank  uiuler  douMc-rccii-d  to;'. ads, 
reefed  courses,  tlie  fore-toj)ina.-.t  >tay.-.ail  and  ^p-aiker,  with 
the  westerly  current  breaking  in  an  ugly  croi-s  sea,  but, 
as  her  grandfather  always  (.■xplaincd,  Kllir.;-;  the  ship 
thirty  or  forty  milf-  to  \viiulu.,rd  in  a  d;  y.  She  li!;"vr(.il, 
finally,  ovrr  tlie  .M'!'U  '>,>;,  running  her  easting  down  far  to 
the  >outh\vard  with  s'luare  yards  under  a  clo.e-reefed 
maintopsail,  double-reefed  foresail  and  jre.tay.ail,  dead 
before  a  gale  and  gigantic  h.ng  seas  hurling  the  ship  on 
in  the  bleak  watery  d olatiMH. 

Laurel  was  elo-elv  (Oiuerued  in  all  the-e.  One  cause 
for  this  was  the  fact  that  her  grandfather  so  often  selected 
her  as  the  audience  for  his  memories  and  stories,  during 
which  his  manner  was  com|)le;ily  ih  of  (;;ie  navi- ;tor 
to  another;  and  a  sc.ond  llouri  hed  m  the  kno\\le.i;4e  that 
Camilla  affected  to  disdain  the  sea  and  any  of  its  con- 
nections. 

Sidsall  appeared  and  took  her  place  with  a  collective 
greeting;  whde  Laurel,  roming  out  of  her  ab-iraition, 
realized  that  they  were  ...-.u-iniT  the  nil>j'-.  t  in  uhidi 
nearly  ever>'  cor.  ■  ■  r-ation  now  ixg.ai  or  ciuKd  —  the 
solemn  speculation  of  why  her  Uncle  Gerrit  Ammidon, 
master  of  the  ship  Nautilus,  was  so  long  overdue  from 
China.  Laurel  heard  this  from  two  an-les  or,  otlurwise, 
when  her  trrandfather  was  or  was  not  pre-;;>nl,  t'^e  tni-.e  of 
the  tlr^t  far  more  encouraging  than  tluit  of  the  latter. 
Her  father  was  siKniking: 

"  My  opinion  is  that  he  was  unexpectedly  held  up  at 

[18] 


JAVA  HEAD 


Sli:in;^iiai.  li>  ;i  new  j  ort  for  us,  and,  Captain  Vemey 
ttll-  im%  very  difficult  to  make:  after  Woosung  you  have 

to  xt  liolu  of  two  iKiiiilnjo  i)()K>  >\.ui\:  up  on  the  bank  a 
Iiu:i(ln  (i  Urt  ap  irt  as  a  l,'.:'liiu;  mark,  and,  witli  these  in 
rani^c,  .-4^.."  lor  tlie  l»ar.  The  channel  is  very  narrow, 
and  be  says  the  Xaiitilus  would  have  to  wait  for  high 
water,  ix'rhaj)S  for  the  spring  tide.  She  may  have  got 
ashore,  strained  and  ^-prung  a  leak,  and  bad  to  discharge 
her  car'^o  for  repair-." 

'•'lhat".-  never  Gerrit,"  the  elder  replied  positively. 
"  There  i>n't  a  lx;tter  master  afloat.  He  can  smell  shoal 
water.  I  was  certain  we'd  hear  fnan  him  when  the 
.sV/r,  (1-0)7  was  hack  from  Calcutta.  Do  you  suppose, 
William,  that  he  took  tlie  Xiiutilus  al^out  ihe  Horn 
and — "  Laurel  wondered  at  the  unmamierly  wa>  in 
which  he  gul|)ed  hi.-:  coffee.  "  He  might  have  driven  into 
the  Antarctic  winter,"  he  proceeded.  "  My  deck  was 
swept  and  all  the  boats  stove  off  the  Falklands  in  April." 

"  C/LTrit's  got  a  sliip."  the  other  asserted,  "  not  a  her- 
maphrodite brig  built  like  a  butter  box.  You'll  find  that 
I  am  right  and  tliat  he  has  been  tied  up  in  ixjrt." 

"  I  made  eight  hundred  per  cent  on  a  first  cargo  for  my 
owners,"  th.'  elder  refortt^d.  "  Then  there  was  trading, 
yes,  and  -ailing,  too.  No  chronometers  with  confounded 
rates  of  variation  and  other  fancy  parlor  instruments 
to  read  }ci!r  position  from.  When  I  first  navigated  it 
w:is  with  an  astrolal*  and  the  moon.  A  master  knew 
liis  lead,  l.ititude  and  hxikout  then. 

"  Ki  :ht  liundrt'd  barrels  nf  ilour  and  pine  boards  to 
Rio  and  bark  v,  ith  coii'ee  and  hides  for  Salem,"  he  con- 
tinued; "  then  out  to  Gibraltar  and  Brazil  with  wine  and 
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on  »n  ballast  for  Cakutta.  Tahiti  and  Morea,  the  Sand- 
wich Islands  and  the  Feejees.  Sandalwood  and  tortoise 
shell  and  beche  de  mer;  sea  horses'  teeth,  and  sultintrr 
for  the  Chinese  Government.  I  don't  want  to  hear  al)out 
your  l)ills  of  excliaii,t,'e  ;iml  kegs  of  Spanish  dollars  and 
solid  cargoes  ol  tea  ran  back  direct.  Why,  with  your 
Canton  and  India  agents  and  sight  drafts  the  China  service 
is  like  dealing  with  a  lio-ton  store." 

Laurel  -aw  tliat  her  father  was  assumin!:  the  expres- 
sion of  restrained  annoyance  habitual  when  the  elder  con- 
tracted old  shipping  ways  with  new.  "Unfortunately," 
he  said,  "  the  patient  Chinaman  will  no  longer  exchange 
silks  anil  laeiuer  and  teas  for  boiled  sea  slugs.  He  has 
learned  to  demand  something  of  value." 

"  Why,  damn  it,  William,"  the  other  exploded,  "noth- 
ing's more  valuable  to  a  Chinese  than  his  belly.  They'll 
give  eighteen  hundred  dollars  a  pecul  for  birds'  nests  any 
day.  As  for  your  insinuation  that  we  used  to  diddle 
them  —  I  never  ran  opium  up  from  India  to  rot  their 
suuls.  And  when  the  Chinese  Govdnment  tried  to  stop 
it  there's  the  British  ccHnmercial  interests  forcing  it  on 
them  with  cannon  iu  'forty-two. 

'•  I.(K)k  at  the  j  e[)ner  we  brought  into  Salem  — ''  he  was, 
Launl  re  ili/ed  with  in cnse  interest,  growing  l)eautifur.v 
emimrpled;  " —  lay  right  off  the  beach  at  Mukka  aad  did 
business  with  the  Dato  himself.  We  forded  the  bags  on 
the  crew's  backs  across  a  river  with  muskets  served  in  case 
the  bloody  heathen  drew  their  creeses.  When  we  made  sail 
everything  was  running  over  with  pepper  —  the  boats  and 
forecastle  and  cabins  and  l)otwcen  decks." 
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"  Well,  father,  the  heroic  times  are  done,  of  course;  I 
can't  say  that  I'm  sorry.    I  shouldn't  like  to  finance  a 

vo);i!?f  that  ri'.ulud  out  to  three  years  and  depended  on 
tlie  ea[)taii\"s  })iekinL;  up  .■•ix  or  veven  mrgoes  " 

Tlie  old  man  rose;  and,  muttering  a  plainly  uncompli- 
mentary i)eriod  alx)ut  the  resemblance  of  modem  ship 
owners  to  clerks,  walked  with  his  heavy  careful  tread 
from  the  rocjin. 

"  ^  ou  are  -o  t(K.>li-,h  to  •  rgue  and  excite  him,"  Wil- 
liam's wit'e  tuld  him. 

Laurel  regarded  her  with  a  passionate  admiration  for 
the  shining  hair  turning  smoothly  about  her  brow  and 

drawn  over  her  ears  to  the  low  coil  in  the  back,  for  her 
brown  \Kiu'-iic  dress  with  \elvet  leavi's  and  blue  forget- 
me-nots  and  tiglitest  of  long  sleeves  and  high  collar,  and 
because  generally  she  was  a  mother  to  be  owned  and 
viewed  with  pride.  She  met  Laurel's  gaze  with  a  little 
friendly  nod  and  -;aid: 

"  Don't  forget  about  your  clothes,  and  I  think  you  ought 
to  finish  the  practicing  before  dinner,  so  you'll  be  free  for 
a  walk  with  your  grandfather  in  the  afternoon." 

Soon  after,  Laurel  stood  in  the  hall  viewing  with 
favor  the  li^ht  dress  she  had  put  on  so  gayly  at  risiag. 
In  spite  ut  lier  sen.^e  of  increasing  age  she  had  a  strong 
desire  to  play  in  the  yard  and  climb  about  in  the  wood- 
house.  Already  the  business  of  being  grown  up  began  to 
pall  upon  lier,  the  outlo</  dreary  that  included  nothing 
Ijut  a  whole  hour  at  thi  o,  an  endless  care  of  her 
skirts,  and  the  slowest  ki,  of  walk  throur;ii  U'ashington 
Square  and  down  to  Deri)y  W  harf ,  where  —  no  matter  in 
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which  direction  and.  ior  -viiat  puipo.,e  tlicy  started  forth 
—  her  grandfather's  way  invariably  led. 

Janet  joined  her,  and  they  stood  irresolutely  baluncing 
on  alternutf  sli[)i)<.rs.  Did  you  n-jtice."  tlic  fcjrmcr 
volunteered,  "  mother  is  k-liiiig  Camilla  have  ioi.s  of  starch 
in  her  petticoats,  so  that  they  stand  right  out  like  crino- 
line? Wasn't  she  hateful  this  morning!  "  Laurel  heard 
a  slight  -ouad  at  her  back,  and,  wheeling,  saw  her  grand- 
father looking  out  from  the  library  door.  A  swift 
premonition  of  puasible  additional  misfortune  s'-ized  her. 
Moving  toward  the  side  entrance  she  said  to  Janet, 
"  We'd  better  be  going  right  away." 

It  was,  however,  too  late.  "  Well,  little  girls.""  he  re- 
marked Ijonevolcnlly,  "  since  Mi-s  Gomes  has  left  f(jr  the 
day  it  would  be  as  well  if  I  hoard  your  geography  le>son." 

"  I  don't  think  mother  intended  for  us  to  study  to-day," 
Laurel  replied,  making  a  face  of  appeal  for  Janet's  sup- 
port   But  the  latter  remained  solidly  and  silently  neutral. 

"What,  what,"  the  elder  mildly  e.\[)lo,je(l;  "mutiny  in 
the  forecastle!  Gtt  right  up  here  in  the  brc-ak  of  the 
quarter-deck  or  I'll  harry  you."  He  stood  aside  while 
Laurel  and  Janet  filed  into  the  library.  Geography  was 
the  only  subject  their  grandfather  proposed  for  his  -n- 
strudion,  and  die  lesstjn,  -he  knew,  micht  take  an;,  (jne 
of  .several  direitioas.  He  sometimes  heard  it  with  the 
precision  of  Miss  Gomes  herself;  he  might  substitute 
for  the  regular  questions  such  queries,  drawn  from  his 
wide  vovau'v's,  a^-  he  thcjuglit  to  ))e  of  infinitel}  gre  iter  use 
and  intere;-f.  or,  better  -till,  he  fre'iumtiy  t'a\c  tlieni  die 
benefit  of  long  reniinivcenccs.  ihrougli  whuh  tlu-y  sat 
blinking  in  a  mechanical  attention  or  slightly  wriggling 
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with  minds  far  avviiy  from  the  old  man"s  periods,  full  of 
outlandish  names  and  places,  and,  when  he  got  excited, 
shocking  swears, 

H  ■  turned  tlie  easy-cliair  —  the  one  which  Laurel  had 
thou-'ht  of  as  a  hhip  —  away  from  tlie  fireplace,  now  cov- 
ered with  a  grecu  flatted  bluid  for  the  summer;  and  they 
drew  forward  two  of  tlie  heavy  ch.virs  with  shining  claw 
feet  that  fctood  against  the  wall.  Smiley's  Geography,  a 
bwk  110  larger  than  the  .>hij)mastcr's  hand,  was  found  and 
OjM'ucd  to  ilindoo^taii,  or  India  within  the  Ganges.  There 
\va,  a  d.irk  surpri-iiig  picture  of  Hindoos  doinj.-  Penance 
under  the  Banyan  tree,  and  a  confusing  view  of  the 
Himaleh  Mountains. 

Stuff."  he  proceeded,  gazing  with  disfavor  at  the 
illu-trat;ons.  " 'I'his  ou.uht  to  be  written  by  men  who 
Jiavc  seen  the  world  and  know  its  tides  and  landmarks. 
Do  you  supi^ose,"  he  demanded  heatedly  of  Janet,  "  that 
the  fellow  who  put  this  together  ever  took  a  ship  through 
tlie  Formosa  Channel  ag.iin4  the  northeast  monsoon?  " 

"  No,  sir,"  Janet  replied  hastily. 

"  Here  are  Climate  and  Face  of  the  country  and  Re- 
ligion," he  located  these  items  with  a  blunt  finger,  "  but  I 
can't  find  exports,  FU  lay  he  won't  know  a  Bengal  chintz 
from  a  bundle  handlvercliief." 

"  I  don't  think  it  says  anything  about  exports,"  Laurel 
volunteered.    "  v\"e  have  the  boundaries  and  — " 

"  Bilge,"  he  interrupted  sharply.  "  I  didn't  fetch 
boundaries  back  in  the  Two  Capes,  did  I?  "  He  thrust 
the  ofundin;:  volume  into  a  crevice  of  his  chair. 
"  Laurel,  "  he  addc^,  "  what  is  the  outport  of  St  Peters- 
burg? " 

[23] 


JAVA  HEAD 


"  Cronstadt,"  she  answered,  after  a  violent  searching  of 
her  memory. 

"  And  for  Manilla?  "  he  turned  to  Janet. 
"  I  can't  think,"  she  admitted. 

"  Laurel  ?  " 

"  Cavite,  "  the  latter  pronounced  out  of  a  racking  men- 
tal effort. 

"  Just  so,  and  — "  he  looked  up  at  the  ceiling,  "  the 
port  for  Boston  ?  " 

■■  I  don't  Ix-'lieve  we've  had  that,''  she  said  firmly.  His 
gaze  fastened  on  her  so  intently  that  she  blushed  into  her 
lap.    "Don't  believe  had  it,"  he  echoed.  "Why, 

confound  it — "  he  paused  and  regarded  her  with  a  new 
doubt    "Laurel,"  he  demanded,  "  what  is  an  outport?  " 

She  had  a  distinct  feeling  of  justifiable  injury'.  ■\ 
recognized  part  of  the  present  system  of  examination  was 
its  strict  limitation  to  questions  made  familiar  by  con- 
stant repetition ;  and  this  last  was  entirely  new.  She  was 
sure  of  several  kinds  of  ports  —  one  they  had  after 
dinner,  another  i.iJicated  a  certain  side  of  a  vessel,  and 
still  a  third  was  jaiem.  But  an  outport  —  Cronstadt, 
Cavite,  what  it  really  meant,  what  they  were,  had  escaped 
her.    She  decided  to  risk  an  opinion. 

'An  outport,"  she  said  slowly,  "is  a  —  a  part  of  a 
ship,"  that  much  seemci  -  ife — "I  exjx'ct  it's  the  place 
where  they  throw  things  Ukt  potato  peels  through." 

"  You  suppose  what!  "  he  cried,  breathing  quite  hard. 
"  A  place  where  they  — "  he  broVe  off.  "  And  you're 
Jeremy  Ammidon'-  <^randdau,!];hte  !  3y  heaven,  it  would 
make  a  roolie  l  iugh.  It's  like  \\  :l!i;\n^  who  never  would 
go  to  sea,  to  have  four  daughters  m  place  of  a  son.  I'm 
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done  with  you;  go  tinker  on  the  piano."  Thcv  got  down 
from  their  chairs  and  departed  with  an  only  half  con- 
cealed eagerness.  "Do  you  think  he  means  it,"  Janet 
asked  hopefully,  "and  he'll  never  have  any  geography 
again  ?  " 

"  No,  I  don't,-  Laurel  told  her  shortly.  She  was  in- 
wardly ruffled,  and  further  annoyed  at  Janet's  placid 
acceptance  of  whatever  the  da\'  brought  along.  Janet  was 
a  stick!  She  turned  away  and  found  herself  facing  the 
IKirlor  and  the  memory  of  the  impending  hour  of  pruc- 
ticc.  Well,  it  had  to  l)e  done  before  dinner,  and  she  went 
forwa  1  with  dragging  feet. 

Within  the  formal  shaded  space  of  the  chamber  she 
stopped  to  speculate  on  the  varied  and  colorful  pictures 
of  the  wall  laper  reaching  from  the  white  paneling  above 
hu-  wai~t  tc  the  deep  white  carving  at  the  ceiling.  The 
scene  which  absorbed  her  most  showed,  elexated  above  a 
smooth  stream,  a  marble  pavilion  with  sweeping  steps  and 
a  polite  company  about  a  reclining  gentleman  with  bare 
arms  and  a  wreath  on  his  head  and  a  lady  in  flowing  robes 
pla^■ing  pipes.    To  the  right,  k,  deep  green  shadow,  a 
charmer  was  swinging  from  ropes     flowers,  lovers  ''-.]  be- 
hind a  brown  mossy  trunk;  while  on  the  left,  agauist  a 
weeping  willow  and  frowning  rock,  four  serene  creatures 
Mthered  about  a  barge  with  a  gilded  prow. 

Still  on  her  reluctant  progress  to  the  piano  she  stopped 
to  examine  the  East  India  money  on  the  lowest  slielf  of  a 
locked  corner  cupboard.  There  was  a  tiresome  string  of 
(ash  with  a  rattan  twisted  through  their  square  holes; 
-■Ivor  customs  taels,  and  mace  and  candareen;  Chines^ 
gold  leaf  and  Fukien  dollars;  coins  from  Cochin  China 
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in  the  shape  of  IiuHa  ink,  with  r;ii:ed  cd^c>  aud  charac- 
ters; old  Carolus  hooked  dollars;  Snccv  silver  ingots, 
smooth  and  ll.it  .;l,o\e,  Imt  roughly  oviil  ou  the  lower  sur- 
face, not  unlike  shoe.-;  Jap,me.-e  (jliaiii:'-,  their  jtold  .-t:uiii>i-d 
and  Uateii  out  ;ihii(\-t  as  liroad  as  a  hand'-  p  hii,  nio- 
hur>  and  pieces  t"ri,in  Sinp;ap()re;  Dutdi  !4uiide^^  lrut;i 
Java;  and  the  small  silver  and  gold  drops  of  Siam  called 
tical. 

She  arrived  lni;ill\-  at  tlie  liarplike  -tool  of  the  piano; 
but  diere  i-lie  had  to  wait  until  ;Iio  .  lo.  k  in  liic  li,.il  al»uv-e 
struck  some  divi-ion  of  die  liour  for  her  .i;uiiaiKe,  and 
she  rattled  the  brass  rings  that  formed  the  handles  of 
drawers  on  either  side  of  the  keyboard.  Later,  her  fingers 
picking  a  jtrecarious  way  throuidi  Lass  aiid  trtule,  >he 
heard  Sidsall's  voice  at  the  door;  the  latter  was  joined  I'y 
their  mother,  and  they  went  out  to  tlie  clatter  of  hooft,  the 
thin  jingle  of  harness  cJiains,  where  the  barouche  waited 
for  them  in  the  street.  Ome  Camilla  obtruded  into  tlie 
room.  "  I  wonder  you  don't  i^ive  your'-elf  a  headache,"' 
she  remarked;  "  I  never  heard  more  nerve-racking 
sounds." 

Laurel  gathered  that  Camilla  was  proud  of  this  ex- 
pression, H-hich  she  must  liave  newly  c.iU';iit  from  t~ome 
grown  pcr,-on.    .Slu'  con-itlend  a  riplv,  but,  iMUhiim  ^ii:"- 

:icntly  crudiing  occurring,  .■-he  ignored  the  other  in  a 
difficult  transposition  of  her  hands.  Camilla  left;  the 
clock  above  struck  a  second  quarter;  the  third,  while  she 
honc-tly  continued  her  efforts  up  until  the  first  actual  note 
of  the  hour. 

"Thank  God  tliat's  over,"  ^he  s.iid  in  tl;e  libtr..!  ni.-v 
ner  of  a  shipmaster.    Now  onlv  the  walk  \mui  her  L;rand- 
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tailKT  rcmaiiud  of  the  ;i,iivdy  tiresome  duties  of  the 
day.  Alter  diimvr  the  >uu  ljla.:ed  dinvn  with  ahnu.-^t  the 
heat  of  midsuminer,  and  Laurel  felt  uuexiKUcdlv  indiffer- 
ent, cuiuent  to  linger  in  the  hou:^-.  Only  too'  soon  she 
heard  inquiries  tor  h.  r:  and  in  her  gaiter  boots,  a  silk 
h":nict  vvuh  a  blue  ^^arf  tied  under  iur  chin  and  tlowing 
ovei  a  biioulder  and  inAui  leaf  oa.hmere  shawl,  ^hc  ac- 
companied the  old  man  across  Pleasant  Street  and  over 
tlie  wide  green  Square  to  the  arched  west  gate  with  its 
gilt  e;u;le  and  K-,sex  Street. 

••  Will  wc  Ih.'  <M\ni[  on  Central  Street?  she  asked. 
"Xo  rea>on  for  turning  down  the  re."  he  replied,  forget- 
ful of  the  gingerbread  shop  with  the  .^haky  little  bell  inside 
the  door,  the  buttered  gingerbread  on  the  upper  shelf  for 
thn^  ceius  and  that  without  on  the  lower  for  two.  She 
gathered  her  !ioi)f.s  now  about  \Vel>l/s  Drugstore,  where 
her  grandfather  sonietimc-s  rtopped  for  a  talk,  and  bou-dit 
her  rock  candy,  Gibraltars  or  blackjacks.  It  was  too 
hot  for  blackjacks,  she  decided,  and,  with  opportunity 
^^ou]d  ch(X)se  the  cooling  peppermint  flavor  of  the 
Gibraltar^. 

The  ehu.  on  E.sex  Street  were  far  enouL^h  in  knf  to  cast 
a  flickering  shade  in  the  faintly  salt  air  drifting  from 
the  .sea;  and  they  progressed  so  slowly  that  Laurel  was 
ai>le  to  study  the  content-  of  most  of  tlie  store  windows  they 
pa.v^ed.  Some  held  cr.<wel.  and  crimjx'd  white  cakes  of 
was,  gayly  colored  reticule  Ix-ads  with  a  wooden  sjxxin  for 
a  penny  measure,  and  "  strawberry  "  emery  balls.  There 
was  a  West  India  store  and  a  place  where  thev  sold  oil 
^'"d  ermdles,  another  had  chirt-^  lor  mariners;  while 
across  the  way  stood  the  East  India  Marine  Hall 
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Here  her  grandfather  hesitated,  and  for  a  moment  it 
seemed  as  if  he  would  .£;o  over  and  join  the  masters  always 
to  be  found  about  th*.  Museum.  But  in  the  end  he  con- 
tinued beyond  the  Essex  Hou^e  with  it.>  iron  \)0\\  and  lamp 
over  the  entrance,  pa>t  Clii-ap^ide  to  Webb's  Drugstore, 
where  he  purcha.-ed  a  bag  of  I'eristahic  lozenges,  and  — 
after  pretending  to  start  away  as  if  nothing  more  were  to 
be  secured  there  —  the  Gibraltars. 

They  were  n  turniiiL:,  in  the  general  direction  of  Derby 
Wharf,  when  Jeremy  Ammidon  met  a  companion  of  jiast 
days  at  sea,  and  stopped  for  the  inevitable  conversational 
exchange.  The  latter,  who  had  such  a  great  spreading 
beard  that  Laurel  couldn't  determine  whether  or  not  he 
wore  a  neck  scarf,  said: 

"  Barzil  Dunsack  all  but  died."' 

'"Hal  "  tlie  other  exclaimed.  Laurel  wondered  at  the 
indelicacy  in  speaking  about  old  Captain  Dunsack  to  her 
grandfather,  when  everyone  in  Salem  knew  they  had 
quarreled  years  ago  and  not  spoken  to  each  other  since. 

"He  was  bad  off,"  he  persisted;  "a  cold  grajipled  in 
his  chest  and  went  into  lung  lever.  Barzils  looking 
wasted,  what  with  sickness  and  the  trouble  about  Ed- 
ward." At  a  nod,  half  encouraging,  he  added,  "It  ap- 
pears Edward  left  Heard  and  Company  in  Canton  and 
took  ship  back  to  Boston.  He"s  there  now  for  what  I 
know.  Never  sent  any  word  to  Salem  or  his  father. 
Looks  a  little  as  if  he  had  Ijeen  turned  out  of  his  b^"^*- 
Then  one  of  Rar/.il"-  -  Inwiiers  caught  the  edge  of  th  ast 
hurricane  off  the  Great  B:!nk  and  went  ashore  on  Green 
Turtle  Key.    Used  him  near  all  up." 

Laurel  saw  that  her  grandfather  was  frowning  heavil" 
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and  silently  moving  his  lips.    The  other  left  them 

.Ntaiuliiig  and  h<.T  copjpanion  brought  liis  cane  down 
sharply.    "  Boy  and  hoy,"  he  said.    "  liarzil  was  a  good 
man  .  .  .  looking  old.    So  am  I,  so  am  I.    Feet  al- 
most useless.    Laurel,"  he  addressed  her,  "  I  want  you 
to  go  right  on  home.    I've  got  to  stop  around  and  see 
an  old  friend  who  has  been  .-ick."    She  left  obediently, 
but  paused  once  to  gaze  back.  incredulou>ly  at  the  bulky 
shape  of  her  grandfather  moving  toward  Barzil  Dunsack's. 
That  quarrel  was  part  of  their  family  history,  she  had 
been  aware  of  it  as  long  as  she  had  of  the  solemn  clock  in 
the  second  hall;  and  not  ver>-  far  back,  perhaps  when 
she  was  eight,  it  had  taken  a  fre>h  activity  of  discussion 
around  the  person  of  her  Uncle  Gerrit,  who,  it  was  feared, 
might  now  be  drowned  at  sea.    What  it  had  all  been  about 
neither  she  nor  her  sisters  knew,  for  not  only  was  the  sub- 
ject (1  roped  at  the  opproach  of  any  of  them  but  they  were 
forbidden  to  mention  it. 

At  home  she  was  unable  to  communicate  her  surpris- 
ing news  at  once  because  of  the  flood  of  talk  that  met  her 
f-om  the  drawing-room.  Olive  ^^■ibird  and  Lacy,  her 
tuUMn.  were  engaged  with  Sidsall  in  a  conversation  often 
a  duet  and  sometimes  a  trio.  Laurel  took  a  seat  at  the 
edge  of  the  chatter  and  followed  it  comprehensively.  She 
didn't  like  Olive  Wibird  who  would  greet  her  in  a  sugary 
voice;  but  elsewhere  Olive  was  tremendously  admired, 
there  were  always  men  about  her,  .serenades  rising  from 
the  lawn  beneath  her  window,  and  Laurel  herself  had 
seen  Olive's  dressing  table  laden  with  bouquets  in  frilly 
lace  paper.  She  had  one  now,  in  a  holder  of  mother-of- 
pearl,  with  a  gilt  chain  and  ring.    Her  wide  skirt  was  a 
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ma-.-  ot  o; (  rdr  ijK  ry,  ki)t)t.>  of  mo--  ro  --^^  ;'iul  '.;reon  j;»auze 
ribbon.-;  ululc  a  ,-iIvcr  cord  ciidiiii^  in  ii  tutscl  icU  for- 
ward amonf;  her  turls. 

Lacy  Sa]ton.>tono,  almost  as  plainly  drt'ssed  as  Sidsall 
was  as  u-u.il  silting  straighttT  dian  an.^onc  tlso  Lauru 
ever  >a\v;  -lie  ii.u]  a  brown  f.uc  w  ;h  a  fircly  (ur\ed  nose 
and  brown  eyes,  and  in  r  voice  was  cool  and  dc\  i(k  (l. 

"  For  me,"  she  said,  "  he  is  the  most  fuscinaling  person 
in  Salcni." 

Ob\c  Wibird  nvidc  a  :-wift  face  of  diA-cnt.  "He's  too 
stiff  and  there  i>  i!ray  in  hi-  h.iir.  I  lil.e  my  men  more 
like  sparkling  luxk.  Dancing  with  him  he  liolds  you  as 
if  you  were  glass." 

"  I  don  t  seem  to  remember  you  and  Mr.  Brevard  to- 
getlier,"  Lacy  commented. 

"  He  ha>n"t  a--ked  me  for  centuries,  "  tlie  other  idniitted. 
"  He  did  Sidsall,  diough,  as  we  all  remember;  didn't  he, 
love?  " 

Sidsall's  cheeks  turned  bright  pink.    Laurel  di.spas- 

sionately  wi.-h>.d  ih  it  lier  -i.  tcr  wouldn't  ni  .ke  suth  a 

show  of  her.-elf.     It  was  :oo  bad  that  Sid.^all  was  ,-o  

so  broad  and  well  looking;  .,ljc  was  uot  in  tlie  least  pale  or 
interesting,  and  had  neidier  Lacy  s  Saltonstone's  thin 
gracefulness  nor  Olive's  popular  manner. 

"  It  wa-  ver>-  noble  uf  liim,"  Sidsall  agreed. 

"But  he  was  extremely  eivr-^qed,"  La^y  a«;-urcd  her 
with  her  wide  slow  stare.  "  He  told  me  that  you  were 
like  a[)ple  blossoms." 

Tint  l.t  pi,  i-e  Si.l.ull,  thought  Laurel,  but  ane 
person, lily  Ikld  .'.p^le  bio  -om^  to  be  a  \  rv  .oninion  sort 
of  llowcr.    Evidently  someiliin-j  of  the  kind  had  occurred 
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to  0!iv.-,  too,  for  hliL'  ..-aid:  "  Hluvcu  only  knows  what 
men  will  admire.    It  s  clear  tiiey  doii  i  lila'  a  {)rude.  1 

intend  to  have  a  good  time  until  I  get  married  " 

"  But  what  if  you  love  in  vain?  "  Sidsall  interrupted. 
Iherc  irin't  any  need  for  that,"  Olive  told  her. 
"W;   u  I  see  a  m;in  I  want  I'm  going  to  get  him.  It's 
ca.-y  11  y(;u  know  how  and  make  opportunities.    I  always 
have  one  garter  a  little  loose."' 

Laurel,"  her  sister  turned.  "  I'm  certain  your  supper 
raidy.    Go  along  like  a  nice  child." 
In  her  rcxim  a  woman  wiili  a  Oat  worn  face  and  a  dusty 
wi.-p  of  hair  across  her  neck  was  .-| .reading  underlinen, 
ironed  into  beautiful  narrow  wi.sps  of  pleating,  in  a 
drawer.    It  was  Hodie,  a  Methodist,  the  only  one  Laurel 
knew,  and  the  latter  wa-  abvays  entranced  by  the  servant's 
nIigion>  exclamations,  doul>t>  and  audikle  prayers.  She 
wa..  .-a\ing  something  now  al.out  pits,  gaud.s  and  vanities; 
and  she  ended  a  short  profession  of  faith  with  an  amen  so 
lud  and  sudden  that  Laurel,  although  she  was  waiting  for 
jumped. 

it  was  past  seven,  the  air  w:;s  so  sweet  with  lilacs  that 
tiicy  .seemed  to  Ijc  blooming  in  lur  room,  rind  the  sunlight 
died  slowly  tfom  still  space.  iJy  ie.ming  out  of  her 
window  she  could  .<!ee  over  the  Square.  The  lamplighter 
was  moving  alor.-  it,  wo,, den  fence,  leaving  faint  twink- 
ling yellow  liglits  and  t!u  rc  were  little  gleams  from  the 
windows  on  Bath  Street  beyond. 

The  g.iyety  of  her  morning  mood  was  rcijlaced  by  a 
dim  kind  of  wondering,  her  thought.-  became  uncertain  like 
the  objects  in  the  quivering  light  outside.  The  palest  pos- 
siljle  star  .shone  in  the  yelkjv.  ^ky;  she  had  to  look  haxd  or 


JAVA  HEAD 


it  was  lost.  Janet,  ;^tirring  in  tlic  n<j\t  room,  seemed  so 
far  away  that  she  might  not  hear  her,  Laurel,  no  matter 
how  loudly  she  talkd.  "  Janet!  "  she  cried,  prompted  by 
unreasnniii-,'  driad.  "  Vou  nmln't  to  Vfll,"  Janet  com- 
plained, at  the  door,  liut  already  Laun  l  ua.-  oblivious  of 
her:  she  had  seen  a  f.imiliar  figure  .-lowly  cro.>.sing  \Va.-;h- 
ington  Square  —  her  grandfather  coming  home  from 
Captain  Dunsack's. 

Graiious.  how  rioky  lie  was;  .'^hc  wa.s  ^lad  that  she 
wasn't  dragging  along  at  his  -i  le.  He  >eenied  bigger  and 
rounder  than  usual.  She  heard  the  tap  of  his  cane  as  he 
left  the  Common  for  Pleasant  Street;  then  his  feet  moved 
and  stopped,  moved  and  stopped,  up  the  steps  of  their 
hou-e. 

She  was  sorr)'  now  that  she  hadn't  known  ulut  :  ■,  out- 
port  was,  and  determined  to  a^k  him  to-nK^rrow.  She 
liked  his  stories,  that  Camilla  disdained,  about  crews  and 
liuiv^  Kong  and  the  stormy  Cape.  The  thought  of  Cape 
Horn  brought  back  the  memory  of  her  Unele  Gerrit,  ab- 
sent in  the  .ship  Xaiitilits.  Her  mental  pictures  of  him 
were  not  clear  —  he  was  almost  always  at  sea  -  but  she 
remembered  his  eye.s,  which  were  very  confusing  to  en- 
counter, and  his  hair  parted  and  carelessly  brushing  the 
bottoms  of  his  ears. 

Laurel  recalled  hearing  that  Gerrit  was  his  father's 
favorite,  and  she  suddenly  understood  something  of  the 
unhap{)ine>s  that  weighed  upon  the  old  man.  She  hoped 
desperately  that  Janet  or  f"anii!la  wouldn't  tome  in  and 
laugh  at  her  for  crying.  In  bvd  -he  saw  that  the  room 
was  rapidly  tilling  with  du.-k.  Only  ye>,tcrday  she  would 
have  told  herself  that  the  dragon  in  the  teak  wood  chair 

[32] 


JAVA  HEAD 


was  stirring;  hut  now  Laurel  could  >ce  that  it  never 
moved.  She  rocked  like  the  little  lK»at>  tliat  cruv-ed  tlie 
harbor  or  camo  in  from  the  ships  anchored  Unond  the 
wharves,  and  settled  into  a  sleep  like  a  great  placid  sea 
floodintj;  the  world  of  her  home  anrl  the  lamplighter  and 
her  griuidfuther  sorrowing  for  Uncle  Gerrit 
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WilEX  Jeremy  Ainniidon  sent  his  gr.inUUaugh- 
■'•  li"i'  e  alone,  ;md  turned  toward  Captain 
I  I.'-,  on  ll.  rJy  Stnvt,  \\r  -topped  iw  a 

iiKiiiK'iil  u)  apj)n)-.c  ihi'  liiimiii  liii,!;  Muni;  figure.  All 
William's  children,  ihou-h  i1k_\  were  ^irK.  were  remark- 
ably handsome,  with  flowing  red  cheeks  and  clear  eyes, 
tumhliiiL,'  ma-H-  of  liiiir  and  a  .generous  vigo.  of  body. 
He  <ii;lh  il  ,1  l.uirel\  Mip.  t  ihundant  \uiuli,  .nd  moved 
carelully  forward;  hv  was  very  heavy,  arul  In-  pro-ress 
was  uncertain.  His  thou.uhts  were  divided  tween  the 
present  and  the  past  —  Bariiil  Dunsack.  aj;ed  and  ill  and 
unfortunate,  and  the  h  spyxniim  hmi,'  ayo  that  had  resulted 
in  a  separation  of  yea.s  after  a  close  youthful  companion- 
ship. 

It  had  occurred  while  Barzil  wa>  m  i-ter  of  the  l.rig 
Lumi,  owned  by  Billy  Gray,  and  ho,  Jeremy,  was  tirst 
mate.  In  die  examine.-  with  which  he  r.rallJd  ever>'  de- 
tail of  lii>  jlfc^  1,1  -hip.  In.  n  ,n ml,.,  red  h  .t  i  t  :!iv'time 
they  were  off  Hourl.on  Maud,  aUmt  .i  hundred  a.nd  ten 
miles  southwe-t  of  the  lie  de  France,  l  iie  J.uua  was  close 
hauled,  and,  while  Barzil  was  giving  an  order  at  the  wheel, 
she  lei  ..  (1  a  bad  lee  lurch  and  -cut  hitn  in  a  heap  across 
the  dee,.,  .4nking  hi.  head  again-t  die  buinkm  latt.-.  He 
had  got  up  daAd  but  i  >t  apparently  -erioudv  irrlured; 
and  after  his  head  Iiad  been  swabbed  a.nd  b(;und  by  tiie 
steward  he  returned  to  tlie  poop.    There,  however,  his 
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conduit  li:irl  \>vn  sn  [Kiuliir  —  .inioii.;  otlu  r  tiling-;  send- 
ing; diivMi  tlK  u.iUh  lu  |,ut  <iii  Sciuiay  rig  .lu'iin-t  ;i  pos- 
-sililc  hail  by  the  Lord  —  that,  after  a  long  luii-ultalion 
with  Mr.  I'utterM)!!.  ilic  mioiuI  mate  and  the  Ijoatswain, 
.iiui  I  hricf  .11  iiniiiK  uiu  lit  to  tlu'  (.R  w,  he,  Jt  rrmy  Ammi- 
d.>ii,  li  .|  t.ikiii  luinni  iiid  in  their  interest  and  that  of  the 

Barzil  had  mad<>  difficulties:  Mr.  Patterson  .struck  up 
a  leveled  pistol  in  the  master's  hand  just  as  it  ex- 

jilndd.  'I  hi  v  h  id  loiifined  him,  in  charge  of  the  un- 
-tiw.ird,  to  hi^  f.ii.in;  \vh>-c,  after  he  had  com- 
pletely rec  )vereil  iunn  the  elYeds  of  tlie  blow,  and  Jeremy 
had  been  upheld  by  the  authorities  at  Table  Bay,  he  .stub- 
bornly remained  until  the  Luna  had  been  warped  into 
Salem. 

From  tlic  nioPKnt  of  th^ir  landiii'^  tlic\  had  not  ex- 
changed a  word.  Jeremy  was  surllri^ed  to  find  himself 
at  i)resent  bound  toward  the  other's  hou.se.  He  was  not 
certain  that  Barzil  would  even  see  him;  but,  he  muttered, 

the  tliiri-;  Iiad  la-ted  long  enough,  they  were  t(K)  (>ld  for 
>uih  luoli-liiK'-s  and  t!u;  '■>']}■  '■  ha>i  come  i'uo  adverse 
winds  now,  when  he  .should  Ix-  lying  'juietly  in  a  snug 
harbor. 

He  had  never  paid  .serious  attention  to  the  threatened 

conij  lication  two  or  three  years  before,  when  Gerrit  had 
been  -eon  n-Hati-dly  with  Kate  Dun  ack's  irreguiarlv  bom 
daughter.  He  w.i>  <orry  for  die  two  women.  Ii  was  his 
opinion  that  the  man  had  been  shipped  drunk  by  some 
Ijo.inl  n  r  hnu^^e  runner;  anyhow,  only  the  .second  day  out 
\o!Iar  h-d  be  n  lo>t  overboa'-d  frr.m  tlie  main-ro'-al  \  ard, 
and  Kate■.^  cliild  born  out  id. ^  tlic  law.    It  was  hard,  he 
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told  himself  again,  walking  down  Orange  Street,  past  the 

Custom  Hou>o  to  Derby. 

The  girl,  Nettie  Vollar  —  they  had  adopted  the  father's 
name  —  was  attraetive  in  a  decided  French  -.vay,  with 
crisp  black  hair,  a  |)ert  nose  and  dimple,  and,  why, 
good  heavens,  twenty-one  or  two  years  old  if  she  was 
a  week!  Kow  time  did  run.  It  was  nothing  extraor- 
dinary if  Gerrit  had  been  seen  a  time  or  two  witli  her  on 
the  street,  or  even  if  he  had  called  at  the  Dunsacks'. 
Barzil's  and  his  quarrel  didn't  extend  to  all  the  members 
of  their  families;  and  as  for  the  Dunsacks  being  common 
—  that  was  nunsen-e.  Barzil  was  a-;  ii(My\  as  he  any 
day;  only  where  he  li.ul  pro-pere  1,  and  moved  u\^  into  a 
showy  ])lace  on  the  Common,  the  other  had  had  the  head 
winds.  Through  no  fault  of  his  own  the  reputation  had 
fastened  on  him  of  being  unlucky  in  his  cargoes:  if  he 
carried  tea  and  coloni  al  export-  to,  >ay,  .\ntvverp,  they 
would  have  been  declared  contraband  while  he  was  at  sea, 
■.nd  seized  on  the  docks;  he  had  been  blown,  in  an  im- 
iKuetrable  fog,  ashore  on  Tierra  del  Fuego,  and,  barely 
making  Cape  Pembroke,  had  been  obliged  to  beach  his 
ship,  a  total  loss.  Then  there  was  Kate's  trouble.  Bar- 
zil wa-  a  riL'oroiisl}'  mora!  and  religious  man  and  his  pain 
at  that  last  must  have  been  heaxT. 

Jeremy  Ammidon's  mind  turned  to  Gerrit,  his  son;  this 
interest  in  Nettie  Vollar,  if  it  had  existed,  was  character- 
istic of  the  boy,  who  h  id  a  quick  heart  and  an  honest  dis- 
dain for  the  muddlinc;  narrow  wavs  of  the  land.  He 
would  have  sought  her  out  simply  from  the  instinct  to  pro- 
test against  the  smugness  of  Salem  opinion.  A  ^ne  sailor, 
and  a  master  at  tAventv-two.    A  great  one  to  carry  sail; 
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yet  in  the  sixteen  years  of  his  commands  he  had  had  no 

more  serious  accident  tiian  the  loss  of  a  fore-topgallant 
mast  or  splitting  a  cou{)le  of  courses.  It  was  Gerrit's 
ability,  tlie  splendid  ([ual-t'  oi"  his  ship,  that  made 
Jeremy  liojx'  he  would  i  .  i  vomt  into  the  harbor 

with  some  narration  of  d  ay  und  daigi.  overcome. 

He  was  now  on  Derby  S  r-tt,  in  a  n  gion  of  rigging  and 
oail  lofts,  block  and  pump  maker>,  ships'  stores,  spar 
yards,  gilder-,  carver-  and  workers  in  metal.  There  was 
a  strong  smell  of  tar  and  new  canvas  and  the  flat  odor 
tliat  rose  at  low  water.  Sailors  passed  yellow  powerful 
Scandinavians  and  dark  men  with  earrinj^s  from  southern 
latitudes,  in  red  or  cheeked  shirts,  blue  dungarees  and 
glazed  black  hats  with  trailing  ribbons,  or  in  cheap  and 
clumsy  shore  clothes.  There  was  a  scraping  of  fiddle 
from  an  upper  window,  the  sound  of  heavy  capering  feet 
and  the  stale  laughter  of  harborside  women. 

On  Hardy  Street  he  continued  to  the  last  house  at  the 
right,  the  farther  side  of  \\hich  gave  across  a  yard  of  un- 
even bricks,  straggling  ljushes  and  aged  splitting  apple 
trees  and  an  expanse  of  lush  grass  ending  abruptly  in  a 
wooden  embankment  and  the  water.  A  short  fence  turned 
in  from  the  --idewalk  to  the  front  dcxir,  where  Jeremy 
knocked.  A  long  ])ause  followed,  in  which  he  became 
first  impatient  and  then  irritable;  and  he  was  lifting  his 
hand  for  a  second  summons  when  the  door  suddenly 
opened  and  lie  was  facing  Kate  Vo.lar.  There  was  only 
a  faint  trace  of  surprise  on  her  apathetic  —  Jeremy  Ammi- 
don  called  it  moon-like  —  countenance;  as  if  her  over- 
whelming mischance  had  robbed  her  features  of  all  fur- 
ther expressions  of  interest  or  concern. 
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"  I  heard,"  Jeremy  said  in  a  voice  pitched  loud  enough 
to  conceal  nny  inward  uncn  tainty,  "  that  your  father  had 
been  sick.  M>  t  ("aptain  Rciulcll  on  ICssex  Street  and  he 
said  Larzil  iiad  lung  lever.  Thought  I'd  see  if  there  was 
any  truth  in  it." 

"  He  just  managed  to  stay  alive,"  Kate  Vollar  replied, 
gazinij  at  him  with  her  stilled  gray  eyes.  "  But  he's 
better  now,  tliouizh  he's  not  up  and  about  yet.  Shall  I  tell 
him  that  --  that  you  are  here?  " 

"  Yes.  Just  say  Jeremy  Ammidon's  below,  and  would 
like  to  pass  a  greeting  with  him." 

He  followed  the  woman  in,  and  entered  a  large  gloomy 
chamber  while  >he  mounted  the  stair  leadin.i^  directly  from 
the  front.  The  blackened  fireplace  gapini;  uncovered 
for  the  summer,  the  woodwork,  painted  yellow  with  an 
artificial  graining,  and  a  .stiff  set  of  ebonized  chairs,  their 
dingy  crimson  plu.-^h  backs  [)rotected  i;y  elaborate  thread 
antimacassars,  seemed  to  held  and  Hect  the  misfortunes 
of  their  owner.  Jeremy  i.icked  up  an  o-trich  egg,  painted 
with  a  dump  of  viciously  green  coconut  palms  and  a 
cottony  surf;  he  put  it  down  with  an  absent  smile  and 
impatiently  fingered  a  volume  of  "The  Life  of  Harriet 
Atwood  Newell."  She  was  one  of  tlie  mi-<ionaries  who 
had  gone  out  on  the  Caravan,  with  Augu-tine  Heard,  to 
India,  but  forbidden  to  land  there  hud  died  not  long  after 
on  the  lie  de  France. 

"  Houqua  was  a  damned  good  heathen,"  he  said  aloud; 
"and  .^o  was  Xas-^ervanjee."  He  left  the  fble  and  pro- 
ceeded to  a  window  opening  upon  the  harbor,  lu  re  fretted 
with  wharves.  A  barque  was  fast  in  a  small  stone-bound 
dock,  newly  in,  his  practiced  glance  saw,  from  a  blue 
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water  voyage,  Africa  prolmbly.  Her  standing  gear  was 
in  a  perfection  and  lx;auty  of  order  that  spoke  of  long 
tranquil  days  in  the  trades,  and  that  no  r.icre  liarhor 
ritz.s^crs  could  liopc  lo  accomplish.  1  he  detk  was  bur- 
dened uiili  the  ugly  .  -iiu-sioii  of  unloading.  Jercray 
studii  '  the  jibs  stowed  in  harbor  covers,  the  raking  masts 
and  tapering  royal  poles  over  the  stolid  roofs.  Ordinarily 
seeinr;  no  more  he  c(juld  not  only  name  a  vessel  trading  out 
of  Salem,  but  from  lu  r  rii^  recoi^nize  anyone  of  a  score  ot 
ma-ters  who,  otlierwi-e  unheralded,  might  be  in  command. 

However,  here  he  was  at  a  loss,  and  he  thought  again 
of  the  change,  the  decline,  that  had  overtaken  Salem  ship- 
ping, the  (elibr.ited  merchants;  the  penntmts  of  William 
Grav,  he  rellected,  had  ilown  from  the  main  truck  of 
lifteen  ships,  seven  bar(|ues,  thirteen  brigs  and  schooners. 
Ammidon,  Ammidon  and  Saltonstonc,  in  spite  of  his  vehe- 
ment protests,  the  counsel  of  the  oldest  member  of  the  firm, 
were  moving  shipment  by  shipment  i".  their  business  to 
Boston,  listening  to  the  promptings  of  State  Street  and 
Central  Wharf. 

To  the  right  was  the  sogging  landing  from  which 
Barzil's  schooners  sailed  trading  with  the  West  Indies; 
and  back  of  it,  and  of  his  house,  stood  the  small  office. 
TTi~  miiid  had  turned  to  tliis  inconsiderable  commerce 
when  Kate  \'ollar  entered  and  told  him  that  her  father 
would  see  him. 

Barzil  Dunsack  was  propped  up  in  bed  in  a  rown 
aWne  tliat  in  which  Jeremy  had  been  waiting.  He, 
totally  different  from  the  other,  showed  his  age  in  .sunken 
dry  cheeks,  u  forehead  like  an  an  h  of  bone,  and  a  thick 
short  grav  beard.    A  long  faded  lock  of  hair  had  been 
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hastily  brushed  forward  and  an  incongruously  f  right 
knitted  scarf  drawn  about  his  shoulders. 

Jerrmy  Ammidon  concealed  his  dismay  not  only  at 
Barzils  wrecked  inint,'  liut  at  the  dismal  aspect  of  the 
interior,  the  worn  rugs  witli  their  pieces  of  once  bright  ma- 
terial frayed  and  loose,  the  splitting  veneer  of  an  old 
chest  of  drawers  and  blistered  mirror  above  a  dusty  iron 
gra^.'.  "You  have  got  in  among  the  rocks!"  he  ex- 
clair.. jd.  "Still  they  tell  me  you've  weathered  the  worst. 
Copper  bound  and  oak  ribs.  Don't  build  them  like  that 
to-day." 

Barzil  Dunsack's  eyes  were  bright  and  searching  behind 

steel-rimmed  -pectacles,  and  he  studied  Jeremy  without 
replying.  "  Well,  isn't  there  a  salute  in  you  ?  "  the  latter 
demanded,  incensed.    "  I'm  not  a  Malay  proa." 

The  grim  shadow  of  a  smile  dawned  on  Barzil's  coun- 
tenance. "  I  mind  one  hanging  on  our  quarter  by  For- 
mosa," he  returned;  "  I  tnu'ned  a  cannon  aft  and  fired  a 
snot,  when  she  sheered  off.  That  was  in  the  Flora  in 
'ninety-seven." 

A  long  silence  enveloped  them.  Jeremy's  mind  was 
thronged  with  memories  of  ports  and  storms,  mates  and 
ships  and  liv^jyA  (hiy^.  "  Remem!)er  Oahu  like  it  was 
when  we  tir>t  made  it,"  he  (jueried,  "  and  the  Kanaka 
girls  swimming  out  to  the  ship  with  hybiscus  flowers 
in  their  hair?  Ye.s  and  the  anchorage  at  Tahiti  with 
the  'dwells  pounding  on  the  coral  reef  and  Papeete 
under  tlie  mountain:-'  It  was  nice  there  in  the  afternoon, 
lying  off  the  beach  with  tlie  white  cottages  among  the 
palms  and  orange  trees  and  the  band  playing  m  the  grove 
by  Government  House." 
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Captain  Dunsack  frowned  at  the  trivial  character  of 
these  memories.  He  muttered  something  about  the  weight 
of  the  Lord,  and  the  carnal  hearts  of  the  men  in  ships. 

Jeri'iny  declared,  "Stuff!  He'll  wink  at  a  sailor  man 
with  hardly  a  free  day  on  shore.  It  wasn't  bad  at  Cal- 
cutta, either,  with  an  awning  on  the  quarter-deck,  watch- 
ing the  carriages  and  syces  in  the  Maidan  and  maybe  a 
corpse  or  two  floating  about  the  gangway  from  the  burn- 
ing ghauts.'' 

"  .\  mean  entrance,"  Barzil  Dunsack  asserted.  "  I 
don't  Ltiow  a  worse  with  the  southwest  monsoon  in  the 
Bay  of  Bengal  and  the  pilot  brigs  gone  from  the  Sand 
Heads.  That's  where  Heard  got  pounded  with  the 
Emerald  drawing  nineteen  feet,  and  eighteen  on  the  bar. 
Sliook  t!ie  reefs  out  of  hie-  topsails,  laid  her  on  her  beam 
ends,  and  with  some  inclies  saved  scraped  in." 

"  Pick  up  the  three  Juggernaut  Pagodas  of  Ganjam," 
Jeremy  remarked  absently. 

"  •  Thou  shalt  h  ive  no  other  God  — "  " 

Jeremy,  with  a  glint  in  his  eye,  asked,  ''  Wasn't  your 
last  consignment  of  West  India  molasses  marked  Med- 
ford?" 

"  You  always  were  a  scoffer,"  the  other  replied,  un- 
moved. 

"How's  Nettie?''  Jeremy  Ammidon  inquired  with  a 
deliberate  show  of  interest. 

Barzil's  lips  tightened.  "  I  haven't  seen  her  for  a 
little,"  he  replied.    "  She's  been  visiting  at  Ipswich." 

Jeremy  added,  "  A  good  girl,"  but  the  man  in  bed  made  no 
further  comment.  His  undimmed  gaze  was  fa-^tened 
upon  a  wall,  his  mouth  folded  in  a  hard  line  on  a  harsh 
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and  deeply  seamed  countenance.  An  able  man  pursued 
by  bad  luck. 

"NotliinL''>  l.ecn  lu.ini  from  Gcrrit,""  Ji-rcmy  said  after 
a  little.    Still  the  other  lu^t  -li.nt.  t'.uc  diirkcneci: 

by  God,  if  Barzil  hadn't  ;i  (k-,vi\l  word  for  the  f  ict  that 
Gerrit  was  seven  month.s  overdue.  i)erhaps  lost,  this  was 
not  a  liouse  for  iiini.  "  I  ,iv  that  we've  had  nothing 
from  my  >on  mikc  lie  l,iy  in  the  Lyc-ee-Muon  Pass  off 
Hung  Kong,  "  liu  R  jKattd  -liarj  i;  . 

A  .■^pa^.m  of  .suffering.  in.-t;inuy  cuntrolkU,  pas.scd  over 
Barzils  face.  "  Gerrit  called  once  and  again  before  he 
last  sailed  for  Montevideo,"  he  linaily  pronounced.  "  I 
-stooped  it  .uid  hv  left  in  a  temrier.  I  —  I  won't  have  an- 
otlier  mortal  siu  here  like  Katc'>." 

"  Do  you  mean  that  Gerrit  s  loose?  "  Jeremy  hotly  de- 
manded, rising.  "  A  more  honorable  lx)y  never  breathed." 
Bar/.il  was  told.  "  I  i,,ld  him  not  to  come  back,"  he  re- 
peakd;  "it  would  only  lead  to  —  to  shamefulness." 
Jeremy  shook  his  cane  toward  the  bed.  "  I  may  he  a 
scoffer,"  he  cried,  "  but  I  wouldn't  hold  a  judgment  over  a 
child  of  mine!  I'm  not  so  damned  holy  that  I  can  look 
down  on  a  misfnrtun.;'  .rirl  If  Gerrit  did  come  to  see 
Nettie  and  the  i,oy  had  a  liking  for  her,  why  vou  drove 
away  a  cursed  gootl  hudjand.  And  if  you  tliink  for  a 
minute  I  wouldn't  welcome  her  Ix'cause  that  \ollar  fell 
off  a  yard  before  he  could  find  a  preacher  vou're  an  old 

fool:- 

"  Xetiie  mu-t  hear  h.er  burden:  far  better  be  dead  than 
a  stumijiing  l)l(xk." 

"  Well,  I'd  rather  be  a  drunken  pierhead  jumper  on  the 
Waterloo  Road  than  any  such  pious  blue  nose    I'll  tell 
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you  tills,  t(X)  —  I'd  liatc  to  >liip  ulorc  the  must  under  you 
for  all  you'd  have  the  ensign  on  the  booby  hatch  with 
prayers  read  Sunday  morning.  I  don't  wonder  you  got 
into  weather;  I  d  iiave  no  word  for  a  Creator  who  didn't 
blow  ill  your  eye." 

i  ll  listen  to  no  ijlasphemy,  Capt  iin  Ammidow,"  liar- 
zil  Dunsack  said  sternly. 

"And  111  speak  my  mind,  Captain  Dunsfick;  it's  this 
—  your  ^irls  are  a  luiijj;  .^iglil  too  good  for  }i)u  or  for  any 
oilier  judnniatical,  i,i.-aliTi--in!j;in';  devil  dod.^('r."'  He 
.-^tood  luniuig  at  the  door.      Good  afternoon  to  \ou." 

Barzil  Dunsack  reclined  with  his  gaunt  bearded  head 
sunk  forward  on  his  thin  chest  swathed  in  the  gay  worsted 
wrap,  hi.;  wasted  hands,  the  tendon>  (onKfl  w  ith  jiale  vio- 
let veins,  ckiulu'd  out.-ide  the  checkered  quilt  beneath 
which  his  body  made  scarcely  a  mark. 

Outside,  in  the  soft  glow  of  beginning  dusk,  Jeremy 
blamed  himself  bitterly  for  his  anger  at  the  sick  man.  He 
had  gone  to  see  him  in  a  spirit  friendly  with  old  memories, 
forqetful  of  their  long  quarrel  in  the  stirred  emiitions  of 
the  past  days  of  youth  and  first  manhood;  and  he  had 
shouted  at  Barzil  as  if  he  were  a  lubber  at  the  masthead. 

He  realized  that  in  order  to  be  in  time  for  supper  he 
must  turn  toward  the  Common  and  home;  ijiit  hi'^  gaze 
caught  the  spars  of  the  >trangc  h.'-rque;  and,  mechanicallv, 
he  made  his  way  over  a  narrow  grassy  passage  to  the 
wharf.  She  was  the  Cora  Sellers  of  Marblehead,  and  he 
recognized  from  a  glance  at  the  cargo  that  she  had  been 
out  to  the  East  Coast  of  Africa  —  Mn/amhique  and  Zan- 
zibar, Aden  and  Muscat.  A  matttd  frail  of  dates  .swung 
p,onderou»ly  in  air,  there  were  ijuled  goatskins  and  sacks  of 
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Mocha  coffee,  sagging  baskets  of  reddish  unwashed  gum 
copal  c;irrit  d  in  hulk,  and  a  suii-IjI.h  kiiud  mate  smoking 
a  rat-tail  Dutch  ciuar  was  ^uiH'r\  isiiiii  the  moving  of  ele- 
plianl  lusks  in  a  milky  glimmer  of  ivt)r\  ashore. 

There  was  u  vague  murmur  of  the  rising  tide,  beyond  the 
wharves  and  warehouses  the  water  was  faintly  rippled  in 
silver  and  rose,  and  a  ship  wa^  standing  into  the  harbor 
with  all  her  canva-  -pread  t;)  tiie  liul;:  "Aiiul.  He  turned 
away  with  a  sigh  and  walked  slowly  up  toward  the  elms 
of  Pleasant  Street.  At  his  front  door  he  stopped  to  re- 
p..-d  the  polished  brass  plate  where  in  jdace  of  his  name 
iie  had  caused  to  be  engraved  the  words  Java  Head. 
They  held  for  liini.  coming  into  this  pleasant  dwelling  after 
so  many  tumultuous  years  a:  sea,  the  symljol  of  the  safe 
and  happy  end  of  an  arduous  voyage;  just  as  the  high 
black  rock  of  Java  Head  thrusting  up  over  the  horizon 
promised  the  placidity  and  accomplishment  of  the  Sunda 
Strait.  \Mienever  lie  noti'  cd  the  plate  he  felt  again  the 
relief  of  coasting  that  northerly  shore: 

He  saw  the  mate  forward  with  the  crew  passing  the 
chains  through  the  hawse  pipes  and  .shackling  them  to  the 
anchors.  The  inland  ro-e  from  level  groves  of  shore 
palms  to  lofty  peaks  terraced  with  rice  and  red- 

massed  kina  plantations,  with  siiining  streams  and  green 
kananga  flowers  and  tamarinds.  The  land  breeze,  fra- 
grant with  clove  buds  and  cinnamon,  came  off  to  the  ship 
in  the  vaporous  du^k;  and,  in  the  blazing  sunlight  of 
morning,  the  Anjei-  amjjans  swarmed  out  with  a  shrill 
chatter  of  brilliant  birds,  monkeys  and  naked  brown  hu- 
manity, piled  with  dark  green  oranges  and  limes  and  pur- 
ple mangosteen. 
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In  the  last  few  }car.s,  {)articularly  with  Gerrit  away, 
he  had  turned  more  and  more  from  the  surroundings  of 
his  house  —  rather  it  had  become  William's  house  —  to 

an  inntT  life  of  memories.  Hi-  own  active  life  seemed  to 
him  to  have  Ikcii  inUnitely  fuller,  more  purposeful  and 
various,  than  that  of  present  existence  at  Java  Head.  All 
Salem  had  been  different:  he  had  a  certain  contempt  for 
the  existence  of  liis  .':on  William  and  the  latter's  associates 
and  friends.  IIt>  iiad  said  that  the  trading  now  done  in 
ships  \v;!s  like  (lenlintj  at  a  Boston  store,  and  the  mer- 
chants reminded  him  of  storekeepers.  The  old  days, 
when  a  voyage  was  a  public  affair,  and  a  ship's  manifest 
posted  in  the  Custom  House  on  which  anyone  might  write 
himself  down  for  a  varvinsj;  part  of  the  responsibility 
and  profit,  had  ^ivl•n  plaee  to  closed  capital;  the  passages 
from  port  to  port  with  the  captain,  as  often  as  not,  his  own 
supercargo  and  a  figure  of  importance,  had  become  sched- 
uled affairs  in  which  a  master  was  subjected  to  any  count- 
inL'houH  ( lerk  with  an  order  from  the  firm:  the  ships 
them.-clvis  were  fast  being  ruined. 

He  was  in  his  room,  after  supper,  seated  momentarily 
on  a  day  bed  with  a  covering  of  white  Siberian  fox  skins, 
and  he  pronounced  aloud,  in  a  tone  of  satirical  contempt, 
the  single  word,  "  Upper."  Nearly  everyone  in  the  ship- 
ping jjusimss  seemed  to  have  been  touched  by  this  mad- 
ness for  the  ridiculous  ideas  of  an  experimental  Griffiths 
and  his  model  of  a  ship  with  the  bows  turned  inside  out, 
the  greatest  beam  aft  and  a  dead  rise  like  an  inverted  roof. 
That  the  R^iiab^Ki;  the  initial  result  of  this  insanity, 
hadn't  capsized  at  her  launching  had  been  due  to  some 
freak  of  chance;  just  as  her  miraculous  preservation 
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through  a  voyage  or  so  to  ('hiii;i  loultl  have  been  made 
possible  only  by  tontinuou>1y  mild  weuther. 

Even  if  the  Raiuhow  had  been  fast  —  her  run  was 

called  nirn.'ty-t\vo  out  to  Canton  and  home  in  eit^hty- 
fiL'jit  -  it  ua-  all  unl  to  >upiio-i  tluit  thi  re  h  id  Ixon  the 
UMial  nion.-(K)n.  And  if  .-lie  did  come  in  a  little  ahead  of 
vessels  built  on  a  solid  full-bodied  model,  why  her  hold 
had  no  cargo  capacity  worth  the  name. 

rhin','<  on  the  -eas  were  goin  j;  to  the  devil  I  He 
niovi.'d  down  to  tlie  lit  rary,  where  he  li':,ht>'(l  a  dieroot  and 
addressed  him-dl"  to  the  Utiztitr;  ijut  his  restle>sness  in- 
creased: the  pajier  drooped  and  his  thoughts  turned  to 
Gerrit  as  a  small  boy.  He  s.iw  him  leaving  home,  for  the 
fir-t  time,  to  go  to  the  >i  iiool  at  Andover,  in  a  eloth  cap 
with  a  glazed  peak,  .-trii)e([  long  jjantaloons  and  liiue  eoat 
and  wai-teoat;  later  at  the  high  de.-k  in  the  tounting- 
rooms  of  -midon,  Ammidon  and  Saltonstone;  then  sail- 
ing a-  -upertarg')  nii  i  lu-  of  the  Comjiany's  ships  to  Rus- 
sia and  l-iviTpo'il.  He  li.;d  -otai  dro])pcd  sueii  clerking 
for  seamen's  duties,  and  his  rise  to  mastership  had  been 
rapid, 

Rhoda.  V    liam's  wife,  entered  and  stood  before  him 

accusing!'..  '  Vou  are  worry  ing  again,"  she  declared; 
"  in  here  all  by  yourself.  It  really  seems  as  if  you  didn't 
believe  in  our  intcre-t  or  affei  lion.  I  have  a  feeling,  and 
you  know  they  are  alway>  right,  that  Gerrit  will  sail  into 
the  harlxjr  any  day  now." 

lie  b  id  alw.iys  liked  Rhoda,  a  large  handsome  woman 
with  ri'h  .oloring  —  her  ( ountiMvinrc  somehow  reminded 
him  of  an  apricot  —  and  line  eloihcs.    She  paused,  studied 
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him  fur  a  moment,  und  tlitti  asked,  •■  Wa.-^  vour  call  on 
Captain  Dunsutk  pleasant?" 

"  It  uught  to  have  ken,"  he  ton  tided,  "  but  I  got  mad 
and  talked  like  a  Dutth  uiu  and  liarzil  went  off  on  a 
huly  tack." 

"  AlK)ut  Nettie  Voilar?" 

Jeremy  nodded.    "Look  here,  Rlioda,"  he  demanded, 
"did  Geirit  ever  >:iy  anythint^  to  you  alxmt  her?  " 
"  ^  i>,""  >lie  told  him;  "  Gerrit  was  very  frank." 

'■  Did  he  like  the  -;irl  ? 

'•  I  couldn't  make  th.i:  out.  But  il  there  hadn't  been, 
well  —  something  unusual  in  her  circumstances  I  think  he 
would  never  have  noticed  her.  Gerrit  is  a  curious  mix- 
ture, a  very  impressionable  heart  and  a  contrary  .stubborn 
will.  He  was  .--orry  for  Xettie.  antl.  ;it  the  wav  a  <;reat 
many  jwople  treated  lu  r,  threw  him>eli"  into  o[ipi).-iti()n. 
Nettie's  father  made  him  very  mad,  and  Gerrit  pretty 
well  damned  all  Salem  before  he  left  in  the  Nautilus. 
He  was  exerui  iatinul}-  fi.inny;  you  know  Gerrit  c  an  be, 
particularlv  when  he  imit.te;  ;',nyho,iy.  I  think  bcintj 
away  at  sea  a  great  deal,  and  havintj  absolute  command 
of  everything,  give  men  a  different  view  of  things  from 
ours.  W  hat  is  terribly  important  to  Salem  hardly  touches 
Gerrit;  it's  all  silly  [jretcnse,  or  worse,  to  him. 

"  I  wouldn't  mind  that  if  it  weren't  for  the  sense  of 
humor  that  leids  him  into  the  wildest  e.\trava[;ances,  and 
the  fact  that  he'll  act  on  his  feelings.  You  know  I'm 
devoted  to  him  but  I  s^ive  a  sijh  of  relief  whenever  he 
pets  nwny  r.n  hl<  <]up  -'  ithout  doing  anyone  of  the  hun- 
dred insanities  he  threaten-." 
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'*  Gerrit's  like  me,"  he  said. 

"More  than  William."  >lie  agrml.  "  William  i>  never 
imprtuuu-,  ami  lu  -  (»fu  u  imi>atinit  witli  In  -  IrotluT. 
llr'.s  a  plemlid  hu-l.and,  l)Ut  Gcrrit  wuuld  make  a  won- 
derful lover.  I  m  iliaiiklul  I  never  fell  into  his  affec- 
tions ...  too  wearing  for  an  indolent  woman." 

"You've  been  a  great  (omfort  and  jili  i»ure,  Rhoda," 
he  told  her.  "  I  only  wish  Gerrit  could  marry  someone 
like  you  — " 

"  But  who  would  give  him  sons,"  she  interrupted. 

"  It's  ju.st  as  you  say  about  him,  and  I've  always  been 
uneasy.  God  knows  what  ho  won't  do  —  on  land.  Wil- 
liam's a  L'reat  deal  happier,  for  all  hi-  brother's  humor. 
I  joke  William,  hut  he's  very  satisfactory  and  solid.  He'll 
make  port  if  he  doesn't  get  tied  up  with  newfangled  no- 
tion.s.  Why,  it  stands  to  reason  that  a  ship  built  like  a 
knife  would  double  up  in  the  seas  off  the  Falklands." 

"  He  111-  a  lot  of  eonfidenre  in  Mr.  McKay." 

"  M(  Kay  i^  a  .^ood  man  un.-ettled.  The  May  Brough- 
toii  is  a  Tine  banjue,  and  his  packet  ships  are  as  seaworthy 
as  any,  but  — "  his  indignation  increased  so  that  he  sjiut- 
tered,'and  Rhoda  laughed.  "  Now  your  .L'irls."  he  added, 
"  fine  models,  all  of  them,  plenty  of  beam,  work  in  any 
kind  of  weather." 

"  That's  very  complimentary,"  she  assured  him,  rising. 
"  You  mustn't  worry  about  Gerrit.  Remember,  my  pre- 
dictions never  fail." 

When  -he  had  gone  his  mmd  returned  to  .  )rms  he  had 
safely  weathered  —  the  gray  gales  of  Cape  Horn,  black 
hurricanes  and  the  explosive  tempests  in  eastern  straits 
and  seas.    Hp    ok  from  the  drawer  of  a  bookcase  with 
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glass  Uoori  set  in  goonietric;ij  pattern  a  thin  volume  f>ound 

in  bluk  lj.Mrti>.  A  |»;i[kt  laijcl  w.i..  :  -<iiljfd  in  a  .-mull, 
(arclull.i  loriind  Mript,  "Journal  ul'  in-  init-ndtd  voyage 
from  Salem  lo  lii.  L:a>t  indies  in  tlu  ^^inp  U'oudbine." 
He  opened  at  random : 

'•  Comes  in  with  strong  wind  from  SSE  with  rain 
Miualis.  \Vr>'  ugly  sea  (ni.  Doul.le  reeiVd  the  Topsails, 
rivK.l  i1k-  ((Hir-cs  ami  furled  llie  main-n'l  At  six  ji.m. 
shijii.ed  a  viry  heavy  sea  that  carri-d  a\v..y  tho  Ijulwarks 
on  the  larl>oard  quarter  and  -tow  i.  o-e  on  the  starljoard 
quarter  and  amidships  .  .  .  uj  per  calm  filled  with  water. 
Through  tlu'  night  strong  gales.  .  .  .  Lightning  at  all 
})<)int-      tiu'  cotnpa.-s." 

'ihe  mcniury  of  s  m-l.t.  m\  <!,i\  -  (,ut  •  ^ni  Manilla 
to  Hong  Kong,  was  clearer  tii  n  iht  aLiua.  tih  room 

in  which  he  sat,  an  old  man  with  his  activity,  h,.-  strength, 
hi>  manh(K)d,  far  Inhind  him,  a  hulk. 

"At  trn  split  tlu-  m:i'-:il  in  j.iov-  Clu-r  re.fed  the 
fore  and  .iouble  reeftd  the  rn  iin-t  .psai],.  RiMug  g  ,]es 
and  heavy  head  .sea.  Shipping  a  great  (juantity  of  Cater 
and  leaking  considerable.  Bent  a  new  mainsail  and  set 
It.  Reefrd  and  set  the  jib.  Pumping  near  two  thousand 
strokes  an  hour. 

"  October  .-e\rnth,  Sunday.  Conits  in  ^■  ith  strong  qales 
and  a  heavy  head  .ca.  Both  ofhu  rs  crippled  and  man 
laid  up.  Through  the  night  the  same.  Leaking  badly. 
A  -n  tt  number  of  junks  in  sight  ...  and  so  at  five  p.m. 

come  to  anchor.' 

He  had  been  a  good  man  then,  si  .ti'cn  da-.  --  on  the 
uartcr-deck  without  going  below;  insensible  to  ice  or 
fever  or  wearines.s.    He  had  been  autocratic,  too;  and  had 
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his  boy  servant  carrying  areca  nuts,  chunam  and  tobacco 
in  two  silk  bags,  anotlier  with  a  fan  and  a  third  holding 
an  umbrclhi.    Such  things  were  all  over  now,  he  under- 

sto<xl,  in  thi--  drivintz  aire. 

His  mind  Lontinuall)  returned  to  Gcrrit,  to  dwell  on 
the  vast  number  of  perils  held  in  store  by  the  sea;  there 
was  always  the  possibility  of  scurvy,  an  entire  crew  rot- 
ting ulivc  in  the  forecastle  and  the  ship  broached  tu.  di>- 
ma>te(l;  of  mutiny;  tlie  -heer  snv^thering  finality  of  vol- 
canic waves,  lie  had  never  realized  until  now,  in  the 
misery  of  uncertainty,  the  hellish  loneliness  of  a  shipmas- 
ter at  sea;  the  pride  of  duty,  the  necessity  of  discipline, 
that  put  him  Inyond  all  .  oun-1.  all  as^i^lanx'  and  human 
interdejundence.  Jeremy,  who  had  arrogantly  aevei)ted 
this  responsibility  without  a  (|ue^^tion,  through  so  many 
long  years  and  voyages,  now  dreaded  it,  found  it  an  in- 
human burden,  for  his  son. 

William  couldn't  be  exjmted  to  appreciate  the  diffi- 
culties 01"  hi^  brother's  po-ition:  all  the  former's  experi- 
ence had  been  got  when,  wuh  Jame.>  Saltonstone  and  a 
party  of  Salem  merchants,  he  ventured  to  the  lighthouse 
at  the  entrance  of  the  harUir,  had  a  cold  collation,  and 
returned  with  the  pilot  or  in  the  Custom  Hou.-e  sloop. 
These  (K(.a>-ion-^  ol  huz/as  and  salutes  and  speeches  were 
sui>plemeiited  '.v)t!^  a  'ia>ty  in>peetion,  now  and  then,  of  a 
vessel  lying  still  at  the  wharf  with  sails  harbor  furled. 
William  guessed  little  of  the  long  effort  thruu-h  whidi  a 
ship  won  from  the  first  of  those  monn  nts  to  the  last  He 
\va=;  -olrlv  confi'rned  with  the  p  turn^  oi  the  carcro. 

However,  Rhoda  was  riizht,  and  this  ni(X)ning  wouldn't 
bring  Gerrit  into  port.    He  turned  to  the  bookcase,  where 
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a  squat  bottle  oi  Alcdiord  rum  rested  beside  a  tumbler; 
after  a  drink  lie  lighted  a  cheroot  and  smoking  vigorously, 
with  hands  clasped  behind  him,  paced  back  and  forth 
in  an  undcviating  line  bctuxcn  the  duor  to  the  luill  and 
a  dark  jjolijln.d  secretary  he  had  Ijuu^jIu  in  London. 

Wliile  he  was  walking  Camilla  came  into  the  room  and 
sedately  took  a  seat  on  one  of  the  formal  chairs  against  tlie 
wall.  "  I  guess  you  think  that's  the  deck  of  a  ship,"  she 
said  conversationally.  He  regarded  her  with  a  faint 
thriutening  glint  of  humor.  Camilla's  dignity  was  stu- 
pendous; particularly  now,  when,  he  observed,  her  skirts 
stood  out  in  a  tlioroughly  grown  manner.  He  liked 
Laurel  best  of  William's  children;  she  had,  in  spite  of  her 
confusion  in  regard  to  outports,  a  surprising  grasjj  upon 
many  of  the  details  of  life  on  shipboard,  and  a  largeness 
of  mamier  and  expression  entertaining  in  a  little  girl. 
Sidsall  was  the  most  ingratiating  —  she  had  Gerrit  s  di- 
rect kindling  gaze;  Janet  showed  no  individuality  yet 
beyond  an  entire  willingness  to  conform  to  outward  cir- 
cum-tance  wliile  pursuing  deeply  secret  speculations 
within.  But  Camilla  impressed  the  entire  fanuly  by  the 
rigidity  of  her  correctness  in  personal  and  social  niceties. 
At  times,  he  felt,  she  would  be  a  nuisance  but  for  the  firm 
hand  of  her  mother  and  his  own  contribution  to  their 
Well-being  by  an  occasional  sly  sallv. 

"  It  might  be  that,"  he  admitted;  "  if  it  weren't  for  the 
facts  that  it':>  a  house  and  lil)rar\',  and  I  m  an  old  man, 
and  you're  not  at  all  like  the  second  mate." 

'  I  -biiiild  hojie  not,"  she  replied  decidedly.  "A  sec- 
ond mate  isn't  anything,  and  I  am  a  —  a  young  lady  any- 
how." 
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"  You'll  soon  be  out  at  dances." 

"  I  go  to  parties  now;  that  is,  mother  let  me  stay  at  the 
Coggswells'  o;i  '1  liur.-da\  until  the  men  came  at  nine  for 
sangaree.    And  I'm  at  all  the  Biillad  Soirees." 

He  made  a  ge.-5ture  of  pretended  surprise  and  admira- 
tion. 1  don't  suppose  they  ever  have  a  good  chantey 
with  the  stuff  they  play  ?  "  he  queried.  "  Dear  me,  no. 
Mr.  Dempster  sings  The  Indian's  Lament,  and  The  May 
Queen:  that's  a  cantata  and  it's  in  three  j)arts." 

Jeremy  began  to  hum,  and  in  a  moment  was  intoning  in 
a  loud  monotonous  voice,  sweeping  a  hand  up  and  down: 

"  To  my  here,  Br.ngedcro, 
Singing  hey  for  a  gay  Hash  girl." 

"  I  don't  think  that's  very  nice,''  she  said  primly. 

"  What  do  you  mean  —  not  very  nice?  "  he  demanded, 
incensed.  "  There's  nothing  finer  with  a  rousing  chan- 
teyman  leading  it  and  the  watch  hauling  on  the  braces. 
You'd  never  hear  the  hke  at  a  ly  Ballad  Soiree.  And: 

"  Sweet  William,  lie  m.irricd  a  wife, 
■  Gentle  Jenny,'  cried  Kose  Marie, 
To  be  Uie  sweet  comfort  of  his  life. 
As  the  dew  flies  over  the  mulberry  tree.  ' 

"  There  isn't  much  sense  to  it,"  she  observed. 

For  a  little,  indignant  at  her  dis{)aragement  of  such 
nolile  fragment'^,  he  tramped  silently  back  and  forth, 
followed  l)y  a  cloud  of  smoke  from  the  cheroot.  No  one 
on  land  could  understand  the  absorbing  significance  of 
every  detail  of  a  ship's  life.  .  .  .  Only  Gerrit,  of  all  his 
family,  knew  the  chantevs  and  watches,  the  anxiety  and 
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beauty  of  landfalls  —  the  blue  Falklands  or  Teneriffe 
rising  above  the  clouds,  the  hurried  making  and  taking  of 
sail  in  the  squalls  of  the  Doldrums. 

"  In  India,"  he  told  her,  stopping  in  his  measured 
course,  "  female  children  arc  given  to  the  crocodiles." 

Her  mouth  i):irtod  at  this,  her  e.\cs  became  dilated,  and 
she  slipped  from  the  chair.  "  That's  perfectly  awfully 
appalling,"  she  breathed.  "  The  little  brovm  girl  babies. 
Oh,  father,"  she  cried,  as  William  Ammidon  came  into  the 
librarv',  "  what  do  you  suppose  grandfather  says,  that  in 
India  female  children  are  .  .  .  crocodiles."  Words  failed 
her. 

"What's  the  sense  in  frightening  the  child,  father?" 
William  remonstrated.  "  I  wish  you  would  keep  those 
horrors  for  the  old  heathen  of  the  ^Marine  Socict}  ." 

Jeremy  had  a  liv  ly  sense  of  guilt;  he  had  been  be- 
trayed by  Camilla's  confounded  airs  and  pretensions.  He 
ought  to  be  ashamed  of  himself,  telling  the  girl  such 
things.  "The  British  Government  is  putting  a  stop  to 
that,"  he  added  hastily,  "  and  to  suttees  — " 

"What  are  they?  "  she  inquired. 

"  Never  mind,  Camilla,"  her  father  interposed;  "go  up 
with  your  mother  and  sisters. 

"  I  suppose  it's  no  good  speaking  to  you,"  William  con- 
tinued; "  but  my  family  is  not  a  crew  and  this  house  isn't 
the  Two  Capes.  You  might  make  some  effort  to  realize 
you're  on  land." 

"  I  know  I'm  on  land,  William;  tell  that  any  day  frran  a 
sight  of  you.  You  can  afford  to  listen  a  little  now  and 
then  alxJut  the  sea.  That's  where  all  you  have  came  from; 
it's  '.he  same  with  near  everybody  in  Salem.  Vessels 
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brought  them  and  vessels  kept  them  going;  an<'.  with  the 
wharves  triiiity  as  tlic\  wxrc  this  afternoon,  soon  there 
won't  be  any  Salem  to  talk,  about." 

"  The  tide's  turned  from  here,"  the  other  replied;  "  with 
the  increase  in  tonnaqe  and  the  importance  of  time  we  need 
the  railway  and  docking  facility  of  the  larger  cities  — 
Boston  and  Now  York." 

"It's  running  out  las:t  enough,"'  Jeremy  agreed;  "and 
there's  a  lot  going  out  with  it  you'll  never  see  again  — 
like  the  men  who  put  a  reef  in  England  in  'twelve." 

"You  are  alw;;;.-  j-ounding  the  same  string^^;  we're  at 
peace  with  the  world  now,  and  :i  good  thing  for  shii)i)ing." 

"  Peace!     the  elder  declared  holly;  "  you  and  the  Dem- 
ocrats may  call  it  that,  but  it's  a  damned  swindle,  with 
the  British  to  windward  of  you  and  hardly  a  sail  now 
drawing  in  your  ropes,    \\liat  did  Edmund  Burke  tell 
Parlianunt  in  '.-cventy- fi\ e  about  our  whalers,  hey!  Why, 
that  from  Davis  Strait  to  the  Antipodes,  from  the  Falk- 
lands  to  Africa,  we  outdrove  Holland,  France  and  Eng- 
land.   After  the  laws  and  bounties  Congress  passed  in 
'eighty-nine  what  could  you  see  —  ^()mething  like  a  half 
million  tonnage  gained  in  threv  \ear.-  or  so.    In  the  war  of 
'twelve  \our  land  soldier^  were  a  pretty  show,  with  tlie 
Capitol  burning;  but  when  it  was  finished  the  privateers 
had  sunk  over  nine  million  dollars  of  British  shipping  to 
their  sixty  diou-and.    The  Chesapeake  lugu'er-  have  gone 
out  with  the  tide,  too.    And  then,  by  Gcxl,  by  Gcxi,  what 
then:  the  treaty  of  Ghent,  with  England  impressing  our 
.seamen  and  tying  our  shins  up  in  what  ports  she  chose 
under  a  right  of  .search!    On  top  of  this  your  ccwnmission- 
ers  repeal  the  ship  laws  and  tlie  British  allow  you  to  carry 
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only  native  carjiocs  to  the  United  Kingdom  with  a  part  of 
the  cust(MTis  and  harbor  dues  off. 

"  But  in  ^pite  of  Congress  and  political  sharks  we  went 
out  to  India  and  China  direct,  with  The  George  home  from 
Calcutta  in  nincty-iive  days,  and  the  East  Indiamen  six  or 
seven  months  on  tin-  shorter  run  to  EnL;land.  I  can  show 
you  what  the  London  Tiinn  said  alx)ut  that,  it's  in  my 
desk:  'Twelve  years  of  peace,  and  ...  the  shipping 
interest  ...  is  half  ruined  .  .  .  thousands  of  our  manu- 
factures are  seckint,'  redemption  in  foreign  lands.'  It  goes 
oa  to  tell  that  American  seamen  already  rontroUed  an 
important  part  of  tlie  British  carrying  trade  to  the  East 
Indi  s.  Yet  your  precious  lawmakers  open  our  West  In- 
dia trade  to  Great  Britain,  but  they  wouldn't  ask  the 
privilege  to  tarry  a  cargo  from  British  India  to  Liverpool 
or  Canada.'' 

"  Now,  father,"  W  illiam  put  in,  "  you  are  getting  ex- 
cited again.  It  isn't  good  lor  )ou.  We  are  not  all  such 
fools  to-day  as  you  make  out." 

"  Look  at  the  masters  them  '  Ivi  ~;'  Jm  ny  continued 
explosively;  '•gentlemen  like  Gerrit,  frcni  Harvard  Uni- 
versity, and  not  lime-juicers  beating  their  way  aft  with  a 
belaying  pin.  They  could  sail  a  ship  with  two-thirds  the 
crew  of  a  Britisher  with  her  clumsy  yellow  lumj)  sails 
and  belly  you  could  lo:^e  a  dinghy  in.  Mind.  I  don't 
say  the  Engii>h  aren't  handy  in  a  .-hip  and  that  they 
wouldn't  clew  uj)  a  topsail  clean  at  the  edge  of  hell.  What 
we  are  on  the  seas  came  over  from  them.  But  we  bettered 
it,  William,  and  they  knew  it;  and,  naturally  enough,  laid 
out  to  around  us.  I  uon't  blame  England,  but  I  do 
our  God  damn  — " 
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"  Father,"  the  other  firmly  intorruptccl  "  ^ou  ai--  sliout- 
ing  us  if  )ou  wore  on  the  (juartcr-ckc  k.  in  i  l';iu  .  I  r.'ust 
insist  on  your  quictiiiji  down;  you'll  l)ur>t  u  bloou  \e?3cl." 

"Maybe  I  am,'  Jeremy  muttered;  "and  it  wouldn't 
matter  much  if  I  did.  When  I  see  a  nation  with  ship- 
masters who  would  .-ct  their  royals  wlion  others  hove  too, 
and  j^ct  there,  all  snarled  uji  with  shore  lines  and  political 
duffel,  I'm  nigh  ready  to  bur^t  something." 

"  Rhoda  said  that  you  were  at  the  Dunsacks'  this  after- 
noon; I  saw  Edward  in  Boston  yesterday." 

"I  don't  care  if  you  saw  the  Flying  Dutchman,"  the 
other  asserted,  breathing  stormily. 

"  It's  eunou?  about  the  China  service,"  William  went 
on;  "  anyone  out  there  for  a  number  of  years  gets  to  look 
Chinese.  Edward  is  as  yellow  as  a  lemon,  but  nothing 
like  as  pleasant  a  color.  Thin,  too,  and  nervous;  hands 
crawling  all  over  then-.-clve-.  m  vi  r  -till  for  a  moment.  He 
didn't  say  why  he  had  kit  Heard  and  Company,  and  I 
didn't  (juite  like  to  ask.  Edward  came  on  from  England 
in  the  Queen  of  the  West,  the  Swallow  Tail  Line.  I  did 
ask  him  if  he  were  going  to  settle  in  Salein,  but  he 
couldn't  say;  there  was  sfjmething  about  a  Boston  house. 
It  seems  that  Gerrit  carried  his  che-t  and  thuigs  from 
Canton  in  the  Nautilus  as  an  accommodation." 

Suddenly  Jeremy  felt  very  insecure,  his  body  heavy  and 
knees  weak,  failing.  He  stunibl.d  back  into  the  chair 
by  the  I'lreplic,  Willi  iin  at  hi.-  >ide.  "You  mu-^t  pay 
some  attention  to  what  you're  told,  father,"  the  latter  said 
anxiously.    "  How  are  you  now?  " 

"  I'm  all  right,"  he  declared  testily,  trying  to  brush  away 
the  dimness  floating  before  his  eyes. 
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"  Shall  I  help  you  up  to  bed?  " 

"  1  11  to  bed  when  I've  a  mind  to,"  Jeremy  retorted. 
"  I  am  not  under  eovcr  yet  by  a  long  reach."  To 
establish  his  well-being  he  rose  and  moved  to  the  secre- 
tary, where  he  i;i)t  a  froh  cheroot,  and  lighted  it  with 
-li^hllv  trcmhlin.t;  finiier.^.  He  i^ruiril/kil  in.irtiiulatL-ly, 
rcnicml  LTinu;  his  '  \\n  exploits  in  the  tarrying  ut  sail  and 
record  runs  under  tlic  bluff  bows  of  the  Honorable  John 
Company  itself.  The  ebb  tide,  he  thought,  returning  to 
William's  figure  and  its  ami)lifKation  by  himself.  So 
much  that  had  been  good  sweeping  out  to  sea  never  to  re- 
turn. .  .  .  Gerrit  long  overdue. 

Once  more  he  .^hook  himself  free  of  numbing  dread; 
automatically  he  had  fallen  back  into  the  passage  from  the 
secretary  to  the  hall  door.  He  saw  that  he  hud  worn 
threadbare  a  narrow  strip  where  hi>  feet  had  ao  often 
pressed.  It  would  be  nece-sary  for  him  to  see  about  a 
fre.-h  ia~e  of  cheroots  soon,  prime.^,  too;  they  needn't 
try  to  put  him  off  with  the  second  quality.  He  was  put 
off  a  great  deal  lately;  people  pretended  to  be  listening  to 
him,  and  all  the  time  their  thoughts  were  somewhere  el>e, 
either  that  or  they  were  mcrel_\-  politely  concealing  tlie 
opinion  that  he  was  out  of  date,  of  no  importance. 

His  family  were  always  providing  against  his  fatigue  or 
excitement;  at  the  countinghouse  the  grave~t  problems,  he 
was  certain,  were  withheld  from  him.  At  the  occurrence 
of  this  possibility  a  fresh  indignation  poured  tlirouidi  his 
brain.  Fuming  and  tramping  up  and  down  he  determined 
that  to-morrow  he  would  show  any  of  the  clerks  who 
didn't  attend  to  his  wishes  or  counsel  that  he  was  still 
senior  partner  of  Ammidon,  Ammidon  and  Saltonstone. 


Ill 


TLII"  cvtiiinu'  v\  -  -ur|iri.-inuly  wiirin  and  -till,  with 
an  inttriuittLnt  lallmg  of  rain,  and  the  windows 
were  open  in  the  roona  where  Rhoda  Ammidcm 
sat  rcuarding  half  dismayed  her  reflettion  in  the  mirror  of 
a  (lre-.-int;  taMr.  A  few  minutes  i)eforc  -he  had  discovered 
her  first  u'ray  hair.  It  wa.--  not  only  the  mere  assault  upon 
her  vanity,  hut,  too,  a  realization  far  deeper  —  here  was 
the  stamp  of  time,  the  mark  of  a  considerable  progress 
toward  the  end  itn  lf.  Her  emotions  were  various;  but, 
curiou-ly  enoui;!),  ahno  t  the  t'lrst  had  heen  a  wave  of  pas- 
sionate f  ndi  rne-s  for  W'iliiani  and  her  little  t;irls.  The 
shock  of  finding  that  arre>tin,L;  si,L;n  wa^  now  giving  place 
to  a  purely  feminine  reaction.  She  considered  for  a  mo- 
ment the  purchase  of  a  bottle  of  hair  coloring,  then  with 
a  di-diinful  gesture  dismissed  such  a  temporary  and 
troul -U'-oine  measure. 

She  kept  an  uiidiinini>hing  pride  in  her  ai)[warance  and 
a  relentless  care  and  choice  in  the  details  of  her  dress, 
plea>ed  by  the  knowledge  that  the  attention  men  paid 
her  showed  no  indication  yet  of  growing  f)erfunctory. 
She  )i  id  Im  i  ll  niU'Ji  admired  iKitli  in  Boston  and  London 
tiirough  her  xouth,  and  he  retailed  her  early  doubts  at 
the  pros{)ect  of  life  in  Salem;  but  she  realized  now  that, 
as  her  years  and  children  multiplied,  she  was  by  imper- 
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ccptii>lo  degrees  returning  to  a  traditional  New  England 
iicntagc. 

She  was  glad,  however,  that  William's  wide  connections 
lifted  him  aix)ve  a  purely  local  view;  William  was  really 
a  splendid  husband.  Rhoda  was  cou?cious  of  this  together 
witli  a  clear  recognition  of  fault>,  and  (juite  a.-ide  from 
Lolh  existed  her  unreasoning  affection.  Tiie  latter  vividly 
dominated  her,  shut  out,  on  any  occasion  of  stress,  all  else; 
l»ut  for  the  most  part  she  held  him  in  an  attitude  of  mildly 
amused  comprehension. 

Gerrit  Araraidon  she  hadn't  seen  until  after  her  engage- 
ment to  William,  and  she  sometimes  thought  of  the  former 
in  connection  with  marriage.  Gerrit,  >hc  admitted  to  her- 
self, was  a  far  more  romantic  figure  than  William;  not 
handsomer  —  William  AmmiJon  was  very  good  looking 
—  but  more  arre>ting,  with  his  hair  swinging  about  his 
ears  and  intense  i)lue  gaze.  An  exciting  man,  she  de- 
cided again,  for  whom  one  would  eternally  put  on  the  love- 
liest clotlies  possible;  a  man  to  make  you  almost  as  ravish- 
ingly  happy  as  miserable,  and,  therefore,  disturbing  as  a 
husband. 

.■\t  this  her  mind  returned  to  her  gray  hair  and  the  fact 
that  tlie  metal  backlog  of  the  kitchen  fire,  which  supplied 
the  house  with  hot  water,  had  been  leaking  over  the  hearth. 
A  feeling  of  melancholy  possessed  her  at  the  turning 
of  younger  visions  into  commonplace  necessities,  but  she 
dismissed  it  with  the  shadow  of  a  smile  —  it  was  absurd 
for  a  woman  of  her  age  to  dwell  on  such  frivolous  things. 
Yet  she  still  lingered  to  wonder  if  men  too  kept  intact 
among  their  memories  the  radiant  image  of  their  youth,  if 
they  ever  thought  of  it  with  tenderness  and  extenuation. 


JAVA  HEAD 


She  tkcick'd  ill  the  lU'ijativc.  ronviiKcd  that  men,  even  at 
the  end  of  many  years,  never  definitely  lo.>t  cunnettion 
with  their  early  selves,  there  was  always  a  trace  of  hope- 
fulness, of  jaunty  vanity  —  sometimes  winning  and  some- 
times merely  ridiiulous — -  attached  to  their  decline. 

Rh(«la  stirred  and  moved  to  a  window,  ua/in.u  vaguely 
out  into  the  moist  blue  ol>scurity.  Sid-all,  she  realized, 
was  maturing  with  a  disconcerting  rai)idity.  Depths  were 
opening  in  the  girl's  being  at  which  she,  her  mother,  could 
only  guess.  It  was  exactly  a-  it"  a  u\-tal  through  and 
through  which  >lie  had  ga/ed  had  -uddeniy  been  veiled  by 
rosy  clouds.  Sidsall  had  a  charming  nature,  direct  and 
unsuspicious  and  generou.sly  courageous. 

There  was  a  sound  at  the  door,  and  William  entered, 
patently  ruffled.  It  was  clear  that  he  had  had  another 
disagreement  with  his  lather.  "  It's  shameful  how  you 
disturb  him,"  she  declared. 

"  Look  here,  Rhoda,"  he  replied  vigorously.  "  I  won't 
continually  be  put  in  the  wrong.  It  seems  as  if  I  had  no 
affection  for  the  old  gentknian.  I  always  have  the  diffi- 
cult thing  to  do,  and  he  has  been  slightly  contemptuous 
ever  since  I  was  a  boy  because  I  didn't  go  to  sea.  The 
truth  is  —  while  I  wouldn't  think  of  letting  him  know  — 
he's  a  tremendous  nuisance  pottering  about  the  counting- 
mom-  with  his  stories  of  antediluvian  trading  voyages. 
-And  worse  i>  to  come — ■  tlu-e  new  clipper  ship-  and  i)as- 
suges  have  knocked  the  wind  out  of  the  old  slow  full- 
bottomed  vessels.  We  have  al/out  determined  to  reorgan- 
ize our  fleet  entirely,  and  are  in  treaty  with  Donald  McKay 
for  an  extreme  clipper  tyjM;  of  twelve  hundred  tons. 

"Of  course,  he's  my  parejit;  but  I  wonder  at  Salton- 
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stone  s  patience.    Father  won't  hear  of  the  opium  trade 

and  it's  turning  over  thousand  per  cent  profits.  are 
i)rivate]y  operatiiii,'  two  t"a>t  to|).-)ail  .schooners  in  India 
now,  but  it's  hotii  incu'ucnicni  and  a  risk.  They  opght 
to  be  put  right  under  our  liouse  flag  for  credit  alon**.  7t  i.s 
all  bound  to  come  up,  and  then  he'll  go  off  like  a  cannon." 

"  Couldn't  you  wait  till  he's  dead,  William?  "  ^lu  j4ad. 
"  It  won't  Ijl'  a  u'rrat  while  now.  I  can  sec  that  he  has 
failed  dreadfully  from  this  worr\'  alxjut  Gcrrit.'' 

"  Five  years  will  make  all  the  difference.  We  are  losing 
tea  cargoes  every  month  to  the.se  ships  making  sensational 
runs.  I  don't  talk  much,  Rlioda,  about,  well  —  m\  fam- 
ily; l)Ut  I  am  as  ui)>et  over  Gerrit  as  anyone  else.  Except 
for  a  tendency  to  curry  too  much  sail  there's  not  a  better 
shipmaster  out  of  New  England.  Not  only  that  .  .  . 
he's  my  brother.  It's  easy  to  like  Gerrit;  his  opinions  are 
a  little  wild,  and  an  exaggerated  .sense  of  justice  gets  him 
into  absurd  situation.-;  yet  his  motives  are  the  [lure^t  pos- 
sible. Terhaps  that  word  pure  describes  him  better  than 
any  other,  however  i)e()i)le  who  didn't  know  might  smile. 
As  a  man,  Rhoda,  I  can  assert  thnt  he  is  surprisingly 
rloin-hearted." 

" 'I'hat's  a  wonderful  quality,"  she  agr.ed;  "Vihv  any- 
one should  smile  is  beyond  nie.  William,  would  you 
know  that  my  hair  is  turning  gray,  do  J  lok  a  lot  older 
than  I  did  five  years  ago?  " 

He  studied  her  complacently.  "  You've  hardly  changed 
since  I  married  you."  he  asserted;  "a  gix;it  deal  prcttie'' 
than  the.-e  young  c...  -.led  figgers  I  L^ee  about.  The  giris, 
too,  are  ju.st  like  you  —  good  armfuls  all  of  them."' 

The  next  day  wa.s  flawlesslv  sunn  v.  the  slightly  sti.- 
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ring  ai  rt-miniM  at  of  the  >t'u,  and  th'  liliss  rverv- 
wIiiTi-  \--r.-  i-^M  of  purjfk-  and  white  lilooni  lit  jij  ig 
do^'-n  iriini  lar  i  rriayc  on  the  morning  round  ot  >hc>|)ping 
Rhi.da  ciuiAmtcri,il  Nettie  Vollar  k-iving  one  of  the  .  tea's 
of  Cheapside. 

"  Why,  X  Me.  ■  she  extl.iinicd  kindly,  "  it's  Ixt  th  • 
li,n!^'i  ;  tiri  ■  I'l  .  I've  •  n  <\i.  It  i>  '  .; 
u>kiiiL;  you  U'  '1.  lioi:-e,  and  ii  .M-cm.-,  >.  .1  nothing 
to  do,  I  ii'ii  !,  .t'  a  niinute  1  the-  visits  I'd  like  to 
make."  N.  iti'\  i  lhout;iit,  w  a  striking  1.  \o  — 
W(.in:in,  '.it's  •  .-r  <  k  <if  1  k  :ri  -,  d  >rk  sp..  .n.i;  eyes 
and  red  .t  on  .  iduT  1  k  M  re  -  .  Ikih  11  pr.  le 
th.iii  full  fate,  hr  r  '1  -t-  Id.  ri  .ini^ii'  and  Ik  dvi\  uun 
was  enticingly  rt.uM...  d.  Lattr  she  would  bv  ;  )0  fat  but 
now  her  body  was  ri[)cly  ]<•:  ect. 

"  I  doll  t  go  anyv  n  r<  .  h,"  t-  "  .i  ,1^,^  ri  a  voice 
faintlv  and  in.-:i!n  tivci'.  .Uii,,  imi;   '.it  <!'     i  1    •  ind- 

nc.i.s  in  jRoj)le;  ljut  I  .uiHio-e  1  ou4lit  tu  ■  oi  nWd  - 
that's  all  I'll  probablj,  get  from       i  ody     ho  1  a 

thing  in  the  world.  Mr>.  A  im.doji,  "  I  stated,  then 
eontin;  d  iiurc  .id'  ,  !i  g..  ■  lo>.'  !."  have  you  had 
any  word  about  (  .m  ,\i;imi  on  yd  Have  diey  given 
up  hope  of  ilic  Xautiln.-  :'  ' 

"We've  had  no  news,"  Rhoda  t(  Id  her,  and  tl;  -  she 
added  her  conviction  that  .lerr  r  would  return  safi 

"He  was  Inttcr  tli  n  kind,  le  Vollar  -ai'  n 

sure  h(  liki'd  nie,  Mri.  Aimnidun.    <r  he  \v.     '  ii  ;! 
everydiing  hada't  been  -r>0:kd  by  gr  ndfather.    lie  ■ 
I'm  a  dreadful  .Mn,  }    .  know,  a  •   ni.shment  on  us  ■  ser. 
Bui  insicit  of  me  I  don't  feel  differc  ;t  fro^   nliers     ^  ime- 
times  I  —  I  wonder  that  T  '!nn"t  .et'iab'   r-o  sin  a,  "ve 
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I  ji  opportU  aties,  ai  i  king  ;;  ad  ii^sn't  ofXered  mc  much, 

ha  '" 

'li  ..re  !•    m1!     ■    ;o.  i  ^irl,  Xctii'',''  I     id;i  un- 
svs      i  MUip^      ■  I  .>t  be  l.i  .vcr  tinn  y  dinary. 

If  AC  thuil.  u.atT  am  >•  ilcra  still  it  is  in  Sulcm  we 

must  live;  1  ka;  i  i.aiy  >i  niy  bt'Iiefs  secret  just  as  you 
laust    jiitrul  '10.-1  <>'  -    ir  'int;s.'" 

TKi- ntlicr  r    !H)u.!.     u         ));.'-;!     tic  liu^i.     '■  ink 
»u.  ti.   .  ,i.        u  i         ,  rrit,  Captain  Ain- 

'        n^        ill     '         i     A  r  sister.    I  hate  her." 


.«he  .     .  -ed.  iiati 


n  women,  so  super 


ani'    u."       ondiji    ;n  '  Tli'".  always  have 

silly  'n,i      "     oiul  ii     :)eakini:  to  iiic- 

i  .1  it  a  privilcgt- 

'>'■  in  h.    1  a  rather  .    to  a  cotillion 

Hai  HJ  u  " 

'O  Muld,  "  Rhod..  agreed.    There  -een  d 

I  it!  mITlT  or  s.iy  th.it  >lie  was  r. 

whc!     sey  ,nir  I  h    afu  rn(X)n  grew  re.illy  sultr 

.    -'  id      had  kr.^thened,  she  eneuuntered  J 
^       !'  fi  '  ail  lessly  about  the  hall  and 

-11      anghee  in  licr  liaml,  urged  hiir 
>  the  E  M  rine  Su<  iety.    "  It's  much  too  be. 

'a  iiouse,"  she  insisti  \. 

"hei        atli.ng  remarkable  about  it,"  he  returned; 
i"'^        light  and  variable,  hardly  enough  to  hold 
n   .    iiip."    Tliere  were  the  stirring  strains  of  a 
■  wit!  iut;  at  the  door  they     ■■  the  Sali  ,n  Cadets, 
I'  ^  '  lag's  Band,  marching  iii  e  :umns  of  fours 

to  .on  Square.    The  white  breeches  with  scarlet 

jats  a.     orass  buttons  made  a  gav  showing  on  the  green 
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Common,  tin-  -unli^Iit  i^litttied  on  .-il\iT  braid  and  tassels, 
gilt  iivA  pompons,  scaled  chin  straps  and  varnished 
leather. 

The  old  man's  face  grew  dark  at  the  brilliant  line  drawn 

up  for  in>{)ccti()n,  uiid  lie  muttered  a  {jcriod  about  cursed 
youTii^  \\'!iiL;-.  "  W  ouldn't  have  one  of  the  scoundrels  in 
my  house  i."  I  could  iielp  it.  Don't  understand  William; 
he's  too  damned  mild  for  my  idea  of  a  good  citizen. 

"  Why,  it's  only  reasonable  that  a  country's  got  to  be  run 
like  a  ship,  from  the  (juarter-deck.  How  far  do  you  sup- 
pose a  ves-el  would  get  if  the  crew  hunt,'  about  aft  and 
chose  reproentatives  from  tlie  port  and  starboard  watches 
and  galley  for  a  body  to  b  y  the  course  and  make  sail?  " 

"  Please,  father,"  she  protested,  laughing.  "  Do  go 
along  into  the  sun."  She  gently  jjushed  him  toward  the 
door.  Rhoda  reali;ied  the  fad  that  William  was  more 
than  half  Whig  already.  That  threatened  still  another 
point  of  difference,  of  departure,  hem  all  that  his  father 
held  to  be  sacred- necessities.  Jeremy,  like  most  of  the 
older  .shipmasters,  was  a  bitter  Federalist,  an  upholder  of 
a  strontjly  ccntralixed  autocratic  government.  He  left, 
grumbling,  and  the  staccato  commands  of  the  military  evo- 
lutions on  the  Common  rang  through  the  slumberous  after- 
noon. 

She  lingered  in  the  doorway  and  Laurel  appeared, 
jigging  with  excitement. 

"Cant  I  get  nearer,"  she  begged;  "there's  nothing  to 
see  from  here."  Her  mother  replied,  "  Ask  Camilla  to 
take  you  over  to  the  Square."  Camilla  appeared  indif- 
ferentlv,    "  I  don  t  know  why  anyone  should  be  flustered," 
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she  observed;  "  it  isn't  like  the  Fourth  of  July  with  a 

concert  and  fireworks." 

As  they  were  ^oiiig,  Sidsall  came  out  in  a  white  tarlatan 
dress  worked  willi  sprays  of  yellow  barley,  her  face  glowing 
with  color,  and  sat  on  the  steps.  "  Positively,"  her  mother 
said,  looking  down  on  the  mass  of  bright  chestnut  hair  in 
a  chenille  net,  "  we'll  soon  have  to  have  you  up  in  braids." 

"  I  wi>li  I  nii,L;ht,"  she  responded.  "  Ami  Hodie  is  too 
silly  —  1  can't  get  her  to  lace  me  tightly  enough.  She 
sayi  such  things  are  engines  of  the  devil." 

"  It's  still  a  little  soon  for  that  — "  Rhoda  broke  off 
as  a  slight  erect  man  at  the  verge  of  middle  age  turned  in 
from  Pleasant  Street  upon  them.  "  Roger,"  she  said  cor- 
dially as  he  came  quickly  up  the  steps.  He  greeted  her 
lightly  and  bent  over  Sidsall  with  an  extended  hand: 

"  The  apple  i.iossoms,  I  see,  are  here." 

Rhoda  wondered  what  ;  nsense  Roger  Brevard  was  re- 
peating:; Sidsall's  face  was  hidden  from  view.  But  then 
Roger  was  always  like  that,  his  manner  .  is  never  at  a 
loss  for  the  appropriate  gesture.  He  had  a  great  many 
points  in  common  with  her,  she  thought;  neither  had  been 
born  in  Salem,  and  his  rightful  setting  was  in  the  best 
metropolitan  drawing-rooms.  He  had  been  here  for  a 
dozen  years,  now,  in  charge  of  the  local  affairs  of  the  Mon- 
golian Marine  Insurance  Company;  and  she  often  won- 
dered why,  a  member  of  a  family  socially  notable  in  New 
York,  he  continued  in  a  city,  a  position,  of  comparative 
unimi)ortance. 

She  was,  she  said,  going  back  to  tb.e  lawn,  the  glare  of 
Pleasant  Street  was  fatiguing;  and  she  proceeded  through 
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the  hou^c  with  the  riircty  of  lu-  loilowing.  l-iut  on  t!ic 
clo^e-cut  c.T!'TaI(l  sod  there  was  no  .sii,n  of  him,  iind  bhc 
found  a  scat  in  a  basket  thair  by  the  willow  tree  beyond. 
She  waited  for  Roger  with  a  small  but  growing  impatience; 
he  must  be  done  unmediately  with  whatever  he  niit^ht  say 
to  Sid.-all,  and  she  wished  to  discuss  the  i)o.-^i!)iliaes  of  a 
rumor  that  Tre  -ident  I'olk  imLnded  to  vi-  il  S.deni.  Tlu  re 
would  be  a  collation,  j)erhaps  a  military  ball,  to  arrange; 
Franklin  Hall  would  be  the  ')etter  place  for  the  latter. 
She  heard  a  faint  .silvery  echo  of  laughter  —  Sidsall.  It 
was  extremely  nice,  of  course,  in  R(H:;er  Brevard  to  enter- 
tain her  dau.uhter,  though  she  didn't  care  to  have  the 
child  give  the  effect  of  receiving  men  yet. 

It  was,  finally,  Sidsall  who  appeared,  unaccompanied, 
in  the  drawing-room  window.  She  came  forward  to  where 
Rhoda  sat,  her  face  still  stirred  with  amusement.  "  Mr. 
Brevard  went  on,""  >he  said  in  rcsiKin.-e  to  her  motlKr".s 
look  of  inquiry.  "  rhat">  rather  odd,"'  the  latter  com- 
mented almost  sharply.  "  He  had  only  a  few  minutes," 
the  girl  explained.  She  sank  into  a  seat  and  mood  of  ab- 
straction. Rhoda  .studied  her  w  ith  a  veiled  glance.  Hers 
were  exceptional  children,  they  had  given  her  scarcely  an 
hour's  concern;  and  she  must  sec  that  in  the  unsettling 
period  which  Sidsall  was  now  entering  she  was  not  spoiled. 

Perhaps  Laurel  entertained  her  more  than  the  otliers. 
She  was  a  very  normal  little  -^'irl,  not  thoughtful  like 
Janet,  and  without  Camilla's  exaggerated  poise;  but  she 
had  a  picturescjuc  imagination;  and  her  com[xinion.-.hip 
with  her  grandfather  was  delightful.  The  latter  addressed 
her  quite  as  if  she  were  a  fellow  shipmaster;  and  she 
had  acquired  some  remarkable  sea  expressions,  some  de* 
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plorable  and  others  cnii;matic:  only  to-day,  questioned 
aljout  tlif  order  of  her  room,  >lic  had  said  tiiat  it  was  "  all 
scjuarc  by  the  lilts  and  braces."  For  this  her  grandfather 
had  given  her  a  gold  piece. 

There  was,  she  knew,  an  excellent  school  for  older  girls 
at  T  ^ausaiine;  and,  revolving  the  possibilit}'  of  oI>taining 
ffT  Si(l>all  some  of  the  European  advantams  she,  Rhoda, 
had  enjoyed,  tlie  following  afternoon  she  drove  to  the  Clif- 
fords' on  Marlboro  Street  for  a  consultation  with  Madra, 
who  had  s|>ent  a  numl)er  of  seasons  on  Lake  Leraan.  In  a 
(Odl  parlor  with  ytllow  Tibet  rugs  and  maroon  hangings 
slu'  had  tea  while  Madra  Clifford,  thin  and  imperious, 
with  a  settled  ill  health  like  white  powder  and  a  price- 
less Risajii  shawl,  conversed  in  a  shrill  key. 

"  Caroline  has  been  in  Ijed  for  a  week.  That  vulgar 
Dr.  Fisk,  with  his  eliiow  in  her  Iio-om.  tried  five  times  to 
extract  her  tooth,  and  then  broke  it  to  the  roots.  I  hear 
there  is  a  galvanic  ring  for  rheumatism,  'i'iie  [)ain  in  my 
joints  is  excruciating;  I  have  an  idea  my  bones  are 
changing  into  chalk;  the  right  knee  will  hardly  bend." 
'I  lie  J  irl.ly  (olored  -jhawl  wiUi  its  border  of  cypress  inten- 
^•iUvd  Ikt  .-unken  blue  tr.ieed  temples  and  the  pallid  lips. 
She  develofjcd  the  sul>jeet  of  her  indisposition,  sparing 
no  detail;  while  Rhoda  Ammidon,  from  her  sujierabun- 
dance  of  well-being,  half  pitied  the  other  and  was  half 
revolted  at  tlie  mind  toui  tuil,  too,  by  Ixxlily  ill.  The  for- 
tune acrumulitul  by  the  hardy  Clifford  men,  flogged  out  of 
crews  and  staintd  by  the  bhxxl  of  primitive  and  dull  sav- 
ages—  the  Cliffords  were  notorious  for  their  brutal  driv- 
ing —  now  served  only  to  support  Madra's  debility  and  a 
hor<'-      nscrupulous  ponderers  to  her  obsessicm. 
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'•Edward  Dun.sack  is  in  Salem,"  she  continued;  "and 
1  vt  ..card  he  has  the  most  peculiar  appearance.  \'ery 
probably  the  result  of  the  unmentionable  practices  of  the 
Orient.  Father  liked  the  Chinese  though;  so  many  of  our 
shipmasters  have,  and  not  always  the  merchants.  .  .  . 
Wli  :t  v.us  I  <avini:  Oh,  yes,  r^dwani  Dun>atk.  I  un- 
(kiv-taiul  you  IkkI  a  distinct  alarm  in  that  ciuarter,  about 
die  girl  and  Gerrit  .\mmidon.  But  I  forgot  to  say  how 
glad  I  am  about  Gerrit.  You  must  have  been  horribly 
worried  — " 

"  What  do  you  mean      Rlinda  demanded. 
Win,  h,i\cn't  you  heard:     I  he  Xautiluii  was  sighted. 
News  came  troir  Boston.    She  ought  to  be  in  to-day,  I  be- 
lieve.   I  supi)o.L  \\'illiam  has  been  too  concerned  to  get 
you  word  at  home." 

Rhoda  Ammidon  rose  immediately,  surpri-ed  at  the  force 
of  the  emotion  thai  blurred  her  eyes  with  tears.  Gerrit 
was  sale!  I'ossibly  they  had  been  told  at  Java  Head  now, 
but  she  must  be  there  with  Jeremy  Ammidon;  surprises, 
even  as  joyful  as  this,  were  a  great  strain  on  him.  Neg- 
lecting the  ol)ject  of  her  vi.-it  she  returned  at  once  to 
rieasant  Street,  urging  the  coachman  to  an  undignified 
haste,  and  keeping  the  carriage  at  the  door. 

Her  father-in-law  was  at  his  secretary  in  the  library, 
and  it  was  evident  that  in  had  heard  nothing  of  his  son's 
return.  '*  Well,  Rhoda,"  he  said,  swinging  about;  "what 
a  liriglit  cheek  you  have  —  like  Laurel's." 

"  1  feel  bright,  father,"  she  rejjlied  with  a  nod  and  smile. 
"  After  this  none  of  you  will  be  able  to  laugh  at  my  pre- 
dictions. You  see,  a  woman's  feeling  is  often  more  correct 
than  masculine  judgment."    His  momentary  l>ewilderment 
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gave  place  to  a  painfully  strained  interrogation.  "  Ye-;," 
^lie  tuki  liini,  hut  we  are  none  of  us  .-surprised  —  Gerrit 
is  alrao.--t  in  Salem  harbor.  "  She  moved  near  him  and, 
with  a  veiled  anxiety,  laid  her  hand  upon  his  shoulder. 

"  A  splendid  sailor."  he  muttered.  It  seemed  as  if 
Rlioda  could  really  hear  the  dull  ri.-ini;  {)ounding  of  his 
shaken  hcvirt.  liut  his  excitement  .subsided,  gave  way  to 
a  normal  concern,  a  flood  of  vain  questions  and  prepara- 
tion to  go  down  to  the  wharf.  In  the  midst  of  this  a 
message  came  from  tht  ?ountinghouse  of  Amraidon,  Am- 
miilon  and  Saltonstone  that  the  Nautilus  would  dock 
within  an  liour. 

A  small  crowd  had  alread)'  gathered  on  Derby  Wharf 
when  Rhoda  and  her  companion  made  their  way  past  the 
warehouses  built  at  intervals  along  the  wharf  to  the  place 
■•■here  the  Xdiitihis  would  be  warped  in.  The  wharfinger 
saluted  them,  William  .■\mmidon  joined  his  wife,  and 
beyond  she  could  see  James  Saltonstone  conversing  with 
the  Surveyor  of  the  Port. 

The  afternoon  was  serene,  a  faint  air  drew  in  from  the 
sea;  and  with  it.  sweeping  slowly  inside  Peach's  Point, 
was  the  tall  ^hip  v\ith  her  canvas  towering  gold  in  the 
western  sun  against  the  distance  of  sea  and  sky.  As 
Rhoda  watched  she  saw  their  house  flag  —  a  white  field 
checkered  in  blue  —  fluttering  from  the  main  royal  truck. 

"The  royals  are  coming  in!"  Jen  my  Ammidon  ex- 
claimed, LTipfjing  Pl'.oda's  arm.  "  He  i.-  lowering  his  top- 
gallant yards  and  hauling  up  the  courses!  My  dear, 
there's  nothing  on  God's  earth  finer  than  a  ship." 

The  Xautilus  slipfjed  along  surprisingly  fast.  Rhoda 
could  now  see  the  crew  moving  about  and  coiling  the  gear. 
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"  Look,  father,  there's  Gerrit  on  the  quarter-deck." 

The  sliipma^UT.  .-liorter  than  common,  uilli  Inroad  asser- 
tive sliouldeTs  ill  formal  i^lack.  \\a>  easily  reiu;j;nizable. 
A  woman  with  a  worn  l]u.>hcd  fate  I)^e^^ed  by  Jeremy. 
"  Andrew's  there,  too,"  she  told  them,  "  Mr.  Broadrick,  the 
mate." 

The  ship  moved  more  ^lowly,  under  lier  top-ails  and 
jibs,  in  a  soundless  jirogress  with  the  ripples  falling  away 
in  water  like  dark  green  glass,  liquid  and  still.  She  was 
now  but  a  short  distance  from  the  end  of  the  wharf.  Mr. 
Broadrick  was  forward  hetwitn  the  knighthead.s  with  the 
crew  ranged  lo  the  -larboard  and  at  the  braces,  while  Ger- 
rit Ammidon  >t<)ocl  with  one  hand  on  the  quarter-deik 
railing  ;ind  the  other  holding  a  brass  speaking  trumi)ct 
to  his  lips: 

"  Let  go  your  port  fore  and  after  braces,  Y  Broadrick; 
brace  the  fore  and  mi/./.eu  yard>  .-h.iq)  up,  le.ive  the  main 
braces  f  ist,  and  lay  the  main  top>ail  to  the  mast.  As  she 
comes  to  the  wind  let  the  jibs  run  down."  He  turned  to 
the  man  at  the  wheel,  "  Helm  hard  a  starboard." 

"  Hard  a  .starlxjard,  -ir.  ' 

The  ship  answered  (|uickly  and  rounded  to  while  her 
weatlicr  fore  and  nii/./.en  yards  llew  forward  until  tliey 
touched  tlie  starboard  backstays  and  the  men  hauled  in 
the  slack  of  the  braces.  With  the  main  yard  square  to 
check  her  way  the  jibs  drooped  down  along  the  stays. 
"  j\Ir.  Broadrick,  you  may  let  go  tlie  starlxxird  anchor  and 
furl  sail>."  Tlie  mate  grasiK.'d  a  top  maul  and  struck  the 
trigger  of  the  ring  >topper  a  clean  blow,  the  anchor 
splashed  into  the  water  with  a  rumbling  cable,  and  the 
Nautilus  was  hcone. 
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Gerrit  Ammidon  walked  hurriedly  to  the  corapanionway 
and  went  below,  while  the  mate  contiuLied,  "  Stand  by  to 
let  go  your  top.>iiil  iiuUiards  and  naan  the  gear.  Sharper 
with  the  mizzen  sheets  and  unbend  those  clew  lines  and 
garnets  .  .  .  stow  the  clews  in  a  harbor  furl."  At  a 
rhythmic  shout  the  bunts  of  the  three  topsails  came  up 
tcttjether. 

The  wind  li.id  died  away  and  the  tiags  hung  listlessly 
from  the  main  truck  and  spanker  gaff.  The  water  of 
the  harbor  was  unstirred  except  for  the  swirls  at  the  oar 
blades  of  an  incoming  quarter  boat  and  the  warp  paying 
out  at  her  stem.  The  voice  of  the  mate,  the  chantey  of 
the  crew  heaving  at  the  capstan  bars,  came  to  Rhoda  sub- 
dued: 

"  The  times  are  bard  and  wages  low, 

Oh,  leave  her,  Johnny,  leave  her. 
I  guess  it's  tiine  for  us  to  go. 

Oh,  leave  her,  Johnny,  leave  her. 
I  thought  I  heard  the  old  man  say, 

Oh,  '(  ive  her.  Johnny,  leave  her. 
To-morrow  we  will  get  our  pay 

 leave  her." 

Riuida  Ammidon  discovered  herself  leaning  forward 
tensely,  her  hands  shut  in  excitement  and  emotion;  and  she 
rela.Ncd  with  a  happy  laugh  as  the  Nautilus,  with  her  yards 

e.\a(  tly  ^(ju  ire  and  rigging  taut,  her  sides  and  figurehead 
and  ports  bright  with  newly  laid  on  paint,  moved  to  the 
wharf. 

It  seemed  to  her  that  Gerrit,  descending  a  short  stage 
from  the  (leek,  l(x)k(  d  markedly  older  than  when  he  had 
last  sailed.    Yet  he  had  a  surprisingly  youthful  air  still; 
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partly,  >hf;  thought,  from  the  manner  in  which  he  wore 
his  hair,  falling  in  a  waving  thick  line  alxjut  his  cheeks. 
His  mouth  was  at  once  fresh  and  severe,  his  face  clean 
shaven,  and  his  eyes  —  if  possible  —  more  directly  blue 
than  ever. 

"  Ml  take  the  ship's  manife-t  to  the  Collector,"  he  said, 
greeting  them  and  imjiaticntly  waving  aside  the  vendors 
after  the  cook's  slush,  the  excited  women  and  runners  and 
human  miscellany  crowding  forward.  "  Then  Java 
Head."  He  ])auscd,  speaking  over  lii>  shoulder:  "  I'd 
be  thankful  if  you  would  send  the  barouche  down  in  an 
hour  or  so." 

Driving  back,  her  hand  on  Jeremy  Ammidon's  knee, 
Rhoda  wondered  at  Gerrit's  request.  It  was  entirely  un- 
like him  to  ride  in  the  barouche;  ratlier  he  had  always 
derided  it  in  the  terms  of  his  calling.  However,  unable 
to  find  a  solution  for  iier  surprise,  she  listened  to  the 
Other's  comments  and  speculations: 

"  I  suppose  William's  first  (jue>tion  will  be  about  the 
cargo,  and,  of  course.  I  hope  the  ship  has  done  well.  But 
I'm  just  glad  to  have  Gerrit  bac  k:  I  am  for  a  fact,  Rhoda." 

"  We  all  are,"  she  assured  him,  "  and  William  as  happy 
as  any.  You  mustn't  be  misled  by  his  manner,  father.  I 
hope  the  supper  will  be  good  and  please  you." 

"  Gerrit  will  be  satisfied  with  anything,"  he  chuckled. 
"  Prolfablv  he"s  been  out  of  beans  even  for  a  month.  Did 
you  notice  that  fore-royal  mast  and  yard?  They  were 
rigged  at  sea :  Gerrit  carriea  them  away.  It  hurts  him  to 
take  in  a  sail.  Some  day  I  tell  him  he'll  drag  the  spars 
out  of  his  ship.  Hi^  confounded  pride  will  foun'\"-  iiim." 
He  made  these  charges  lightl> ,  with  a  palpable  u.  ierly- 
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ing  p.-ide;  and,  Rhoda  knew,  would  permit  no  one  the  to 
criticize  his  son. 
She  found  her  daughters  in  a  state  of  gala  excitement 

on  tin  front  .-ti.p.>.  "  Uncle  GL-rrit  in  the  Xautilus," 
Laurel  iliantLd;  and  it  was  evident  that  Camilla  herself 
was  thrilled.  The}  all  went  up  to  i)Ut  on  holiday  dress. 
Rhoda  turned  to  the  coachman,  "  Have  the  barouche  at 
the  head  of  Derby  Wharf  in  an  hour." 

Gerrit  s  unusual  demand  again  puzzled  her.  A  fan- 
ta>tiL  po.-sihility  IfMk't  d  in  her  brain  —  perhaps  he  was  not 
alone.  .She  pulled  the  Ik-H  rope  for  her  maid,  changed 
into  black  moire  with  cut  steel  bretelles,  and  selected  the 
peacock  coloring  of  a  Peri-taus  shawl.  She  found  her 
husbui  d  with  his  father  in  the  librarj-.  "  I  understand 
it's  a  splendid  car^o,"  William  remarked.  Jeremy  nodded 
triumphantly  at  her,  and  she  expressed  a  half  humorous 
resentment  at  this  mercenary  display.  "  He  ought  to  be 
here,"  the  younger  man  declared,  consulting  his  watch. 
As  he  sjjoke  Rhod  i  saw  the  barouche  draw  up  before  the 
hou-e.  She  had  a  glimpse  of  a  figure  at  Gerrit  Am- 
midon's  side  in  extravagantly  brilliant  satins;  there  was  a 
sibilant  whisper  of  rich  materials  in  the  hall,  and  the  mas- 
ter entered  the  library  with  a  pale  set  face. 

"  Father,"  he  said,  "  Rhoda  and  William,  allow  me  — 
my  wife,  1  aou  Yuen." 

Rhoda  Ammidon  gave  an  uncontrollable  gasp  as  the 
Chinese  woman  sank  in  a  fluttering  prostration  of  color 
at  Jeremy's  feet.  He  ejaculated,  "  God  bless  me,"  and 
st;irted  back.  William's  fac^  was  inscrutable,  unguessed 
linc<  appeared  ai>out  his  severe  mouth.  Her  own  sensa- 
tion was  one  of  incredulity  touehcd  witli  mounting  anger 
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and  ft'cling  of  outrai;t.  The  w(xiian  rose,  l»ut  only  to  sink 
again  Ixtore  W  illi.uu:  biif  was  ou  lur  kntt^  and,  sup- 
ported by  her  hands,  bent  forward  aud  touched  her  fore- 
head to  the  floor  three  times.  G^rrit  laughed  shortly. 
"She  wa:i  to  shake  your  hand>;  wc  went  over  and  over 
it  on  .sliii)li(Kird.  But  anything  Iciis  than  the  Kit  I  on  was 
too  casual  for  her.'' 

She  was  now  erect  with  a  fretr  murmur  of  grtttuig  to 
Rhoda.  The  latter  was  instantly  aware  of  one  certainty 
—  riiini>c  -lie  might  be,  she  was,  but  no  less  absolutely 
ari^Uxratic.  Her  f;ue,  oval  and  slightly  Hat,  was  plas- 
tered with  paint  on  paint,  but  her  gesture,  the  cahn  scru- 
tiny of  enigmatic  black  eyes  under  delicately  arched  brows, 
exquisite  quiet  hands,  were  all  under  the  most  admirable 
instinctive  command.    Rhoda  said: 

"  I  see  that  1  am  to  welcome  you  for  Gerrit's  family." 
The  other,  in  slow  lisping  Eriglish  replied: 

"  Thank  you  greatly.  1  am  humbled  to  the  earth  before 
your  goodness." 

'*  Vou  will  want  to  go  to  your  room,"  Rhoda  continued 
mechanically.  "  It  was  only  prepared  for  one,  but  I'll 
send  a  servant  up  at  once."  She  was  enraged  at  the  silent 
stupidity  of  the  three  men  and  flaslied  a  silent  command 
at  her  husband. 

'•  This  is  a  decided  surprise,"  the  latter  at  last  addressed 
his  brother;  "  nor  can  I  pretend  that  it  is  fileasant."  Jer- 
emy Ammuion's  ga/e  wandered  blankly  from  Gerrit  to  the 
woman,  then  back  to  his  sou. 

Never  before  had  Rhoda  seen  such  lovely  clothes:  A 
long  gown  with  wide  -leeves  of  blue-black  satin,  em- 
broidered in  peach-colored  Hcnver  petals  and  innumerable 
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minute  sapphire  and  orange  Ijuttirflies,  a  ^hort  slecvtless 
jaikit  of  sage  green  cauuht  with  hxi^Ktl  red  jade  buttons 
and  threaded  with  silver  and  indigo  liigli-soled  .slippers 
crusted  and  tasseled  with  pearls.  Her  hair  rose  from  the 
back  in  a  smooth  burnished  loop.  There  were  long  pins 
of  pink  jade  ( urved  into  blossonis,  a  quivering  decoration 
of  p  [KT-thin  gold  leaves  with  moonstones  in  glistening 
drops,  and  a  band  of  toral  lotus  buds.  Pierced  stone 
bracelets  bung  a  I -out  her  delicate  wrists,  fretted  crystal 
balls  swung  from  the  lobes  of  her  ears;  and  clasped  on  the 
ends  of  several  finders  were  long  pointed  filagrees  of  ivory. 

"  'l  aoii  Yuen,"  Gerrit  repeated  ?liortly,  \vilh  his  chal- 
lenging l)right  gaze.  "  That  means  Peach  Garden.  My 
wife  is  a  Manchu,"  he  asserted  in  a  more  biting  tone;  "  a 
Manchu  and  the  daughter  of  a  noble.  Thank  you,  Rhoda, 
particularly.  Rut  I  have  always  counted  on  you.  Will 
you  go  up  with  her?  That  is  if  —  if  my  father  has  a 
room,  a  place,  for  us." 

"  This  will  always  be  your  home,  Gerrit,"  Jeremy  said 
slowly,  with  the  long  breath  of  a  diver  in  deep  waters. 
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IN  the  room  that  had  been  his  since  early  maturity 
Girrit  Aminidon  an  invuluntary  .-ii'M  of  relief. 
Tauu  \\\<jn,  his  wife,  was  standiiiL'  in  tlu  middle  of 
the  door,  ga/ing  about  with  a  Ijuit  and  polite  -mile.  Her 
eyes  rested  on  a  yellow  camphor  chest  —  one  of  the  set 
brought  home  by  his  father  —  on  a  severe  high  range  of 
drawers  made  of  sycamore  with  six  leg>,  on  her  brilliant 
reikctiMii  in  the  eagle-crowned  mirror  ai)Ove  the  mantel, 
and  liie  sleigh  bed  with  low  heavily  curved  end.s. 

The  situation  below,  however  brief  and,  on  the  whole, 
reasonably  conducted,  had  been  surprisingly  difficult.  At 
the  same  timi  'hat  he  had  felt  no  m  es>it  to  apologize 
for  his  marri  i,.  had  known  that  Taou  Yuen  mu.st 
surprise,  yes  —  shoiK.  his  family.  She  was  Chinese,  to 
them  a  heathen :  they  would  be  unable  to  comprehend  any 
mitigating  dignity  of  rank.  Where  they'd  actually  suffer, 
he  realized,  wouKl  be  in  the  attitude  of  Salem,  the  stupid 
gai)l)le.  tlu  len-ure  and  cold  pity  caused  by  his  wife 

I'ersonaily  he  regarded  these  with  the  contempt  he  felt 
for  so  many  of  the  qualities  that  on  shore  bound  the  inter- 
ests of  everyone  into  a  single  common  concern.  It  gave 
him  pleasure  to  assault  the  authority  and  importante  of 
such  public  prejudice  and  self-opinion;  but,  unavoidably 
implicatnig  his  family,  at  once  a  jjurt  of  hin :>elf  and  Salem, 
he  was  conscious  of  the  fact  that  he  had  laid  them  all  open 
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to  di-^ayreeable  moments.  He  was  sorry  for  this,  and  hi> 
rcgnt.  riiKi|>aII\  inateriali/.cd  l»y  his  lather's  iiurt  ujiitu- 
-ioii,  li>^<l  iiiKxlH  i  tt-dly  cast  a  shallow  <>u  a  scene  to  wliKh 
lie  had  Kioked  lurwurd  with  a  disliuet  sense  ol  tomcdy. 
W  here  the  realities  were  conrerned  he  had  no  fear  of 
Taou  Yuen's  al)ility  to  justify  herself  completely.  He  pos- 
.-e>~eii  I  -tLii)en(Ic)us  admiraticm  for  her. 

Hi  lJK(i  luT  r  .'V  with  the  mingled  understanding 
and  ni\ -titration  lliat  gave  his  lite  with  her  suth  a  de- 
cided charm.  Her  gaze  had  fastened  on  the  mirror- 
stand  alKive  the  drawers:  she  must  be  wondering  if  she 
woul<l  h.i\r  to  p;u'it  and  prepare  herself  for  him  here, 
<  .niy.  He  kiww  ihat  >he  considered  it  a  ^ireat  impro- 
priety r  her  face  to  l>e  seen  bare;  all  the  elaborate  pro- 
ces-es  of  her  morning  toilet  must  be  privately  conducted. 
He  recognized  this,  but  had  no  idea  what  she  actually 
thL>u,t,'ht  of  the  room,  of  his  family,  of  the  astcffiishing 
situation  mto  which  Iier  heart  had  betrayed  her. 

One  and  then  another  ear';-  hop-  he  saw  at  once  were 
va  1.  It  had  seemed  to  h..  ;  th  m  America,  in  Sulem, 
she  might  become  less  evident!}  "r;  not  in  the  incon- 
gruous horror  of  Western  clot!  .  n  her  attitude,  in  a 
Hirrender  to  su!  rficial  custor  •  ;  l.e  had  pictured  her  as 
merging  distinctively  into  tlic  lo  al  scene.  In  <"hin.  i 
had  hoped  that  in  the  vicinity  of  Washington  Square  anu 
Pleasant  Street  she  would  appear  less  Eastern;  but,  be- 
yond all  doubt,  here  was  enorr"  >  -  ly  more  so  The 
strange  repr  '>sed  surrounding  a(  ■  r  -  ted  every  d- lail  of 
her  M  kIiu  jwmp  and  color.  The  irank  splendor  of  her 
satins  and  carved  jades  and  embroidery,  her  immobile 
striking  face  loaded  with  carmine  and  gliiui  ig  headdress, 
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tlie  flawk-ss  lovclint'.Sh  of  liand>  with  llie  pointed  iiuil  pro- 
tectors, vcrc,  in  iiis  room,  int'initcly  driiniati^i'd. 

The  other,  less  secure  possibility  that  she  might  essen- 
tially change  perished  silently.  In  a  way  his  wish  had 
been  a  p.osumption  —  that  a  raemi)tr  of  tlio  oldest  and 
most  siilitlf  ( ivili/.ation  i  \i.-tinq  would,  it"  slio  wore  ahle, 
adoj)t  ^uth  comparativtly  crude  habits  of  life  and  thought. 

She  moved  slowly  up  to  the  bed,  examining  it  curi- 
ously; and  again  he  understood  her  look  of  doubt  —  in 
China  beds  were  called  kant;,  or  stoves,  from  the  fact  tliat 
they  were  more  often  than  not  a  jilatform  of  brick  with 
an  opening  licneaih  for  hot  coiUs.  Slie  fingered  the  ball 
fringe  of  the  coverlet,  and  then  turned  with  amazement  to 
the  .soft  pillow.  A  hand  with  the  stone  bracelet  falling 
back  from  her  smooth  wrist  rose  to  the  c(Mnplicated  edifice 
of  her  liciddros, 

"  Vour  pillow  is  coining  along  from  the  ship,"'  he  told 
her;  "  the  women  here  do  up  their  hair  every  morning." 

She  considered  this  with  geranium  lips  slightly  parted 
on  flawless  teeth,  and  nodded  slowly.  I  he  westering  sun 
striking  tlinumh  t!ic  window  ow.looking  the  Common 
illuminated  her  with  a  llat  gold  unreality. 

"  I'll  have  a  day  bed  brought  for  you,"'  he  continued, 
realizing  that,  as  the  result  of  fortimate  chance,  she  under- 
stood mo  t  of  u'  tt  he  said  'vithoiit  an  aitual  command 
of  t!ic  indiN  idii.il  words.  In  n  pls  -he  s.mk  Ix-forr  him  in 
the  deep  M. an  hu  gesture  with  one  knee  sweeping  tlie  il(>)r. 
the  humility  of  ht-r  posture  dignified  by  grace.  Ho 
touched  the  crystal  glol>e  of  an  earring,  pinched  her  chin, 
in  the  half  light  manner  !.v  which  he  instinctively  ex- 
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pre.S':^d  hii  afl'oi;tion  lor  her.  She  was  calm  auJ  pleased. 
"  '1  auu  Vuen,"  he  continued,  "  you  miss  Shanghai,  with 
the  wall  of  ten  gates  and  the  river  Woosung  stuck  full  of 
masts.    You'll  never  think  Salem  is  a  paradise  like  Soo- 

cho\v." 

"  Thi.N  is  your  ( ity,"  she  replied,  slowly  choosing  the 
word-.  "  Vour  ancestors  are  here."  There  was  not  a 
sliade  of  regret  in  her  voice  or  manner.  He  tried  once 
more,  and  as  vainly  as  ever,  to  penetrate  the  veil  of  her 
perfect  serenit)'.  She  never,  it  became  apparent,  descended 
from  the  mo-t  inflc.xihle  self-control;  small  emotions  — 
-urface  ^aycty  ot'  niuod,  curiosity,  the  faintest  possible  indi- 
cation of  contempt,  he  had  leanied  to  distir.j^uish;  the  fact 
that  she  cared  enough  for  him  to  desert  every  familiar 
circumstance  was  evident;  but  beyond  these  he  was  pawer- 
k>>  to  reach. 

His  own  emotions  were  hardly  less  obscured ;  the  domi- 
nating feeling  was  his  admiration  for  her  exquisite  worldly 
wisdom,  the  perfection  of  her  bodily  beauty,  and  the 
I)hi]osophy  which  bore  her  above  the  countless  trivialities 
that  destroyed  the  dignity  of  western  minds.  He  realized 
tii  it  her  paint  and  embroidery  covered  a  spirit  as  cold 
and  lemixTed  as  fine  metal.  She  was  totally  without  the 
social  sentiment  of  his  own  world;  but  she  was  equally 
innocent  of  its  nauseous  hypocrisy,  the  pretensions  of  a 
I)icty  covering  commercial  dishonesty,  obscenity  of  thought 
and  s|  reading  scandal.  The  injustice  he  saw  practiced  on 
shore  had  always  turned  him  with  a  sense  of  relief  to  the 
cleansing  challenge  of  the  sea;  always,  brought  in  contact 
with  cunning  and  self-seek  i  iiz  men  and  heartless  schemes, 

L79j 


JAVA  HEAD 


with  women  thoapcned  by  u  conviction  of  the  indecency 
of  life,  lie  was  in  a  state  of  hut  indignation.  From  all  this 
Taou  'Wien  offered  a  complete  escape. 

On  the  purely  feminine  side  .she  was  a  constant  delight, 
the  last  possible  refinement,  he  told  himself,  of  instinct  and 
effect.  She  was  incapal^le  of  the  least  vulgarity;  never  for 
an  in-^tant  did  she  tlag  from  the  netes,-ity  of  beauty,  never 
had  lie  seen  her  too  weary  for  an  adornment  laborious  in 
a  liundred  difficult  conventions.  She  was,  too,  a  continu- 
ous source  of  entertainment,  even  as  his  wife  she  never 
ceased  to  be  a  -pet tack  ;  his  consciousness  of  her  as  a  being 
outside  himself  pcrsi-ted. 

"  I  mu>t  go  down  and  --ec  whi  re  our  thing-  are,""  he  said, 
rising.  In  the  hall  he  stopped  bclore  the  tall  clock  whose 
striking  was  a  part  of  his  early  memories.  Below,  the 
house  seemed  empty;  and,  instead  of  turninu  to  the  front 
door  and  his  purpose,  he  went  into  the  drawing-room. 

The  long  glass  door.-  to  the  garden  were  open,  and  the 
interior  was  filled  witii  the  scent  of  lilacs.  The  room 
itself  had  always  reminded  him  of  them  —  it  was  pale  in 
color,  cool  gilt  and  lavender  brocade  and  white  panels. 
Notiiing  had  been  moved  or  tlianged:  the  iiilaiil  (sliiuler 
fall  de-k  with  its  gaf-laad.-  of  painted  llo'vcr-  on  the  light 
waxed  wood  stood  at  the  left,  the  jK)le  screen  with  the  em- 
broidered bouquet  was  before  the  fire  blind,  the  girandoles, 
scrolled  in  ormolu  and  hung  with  cr\  stal  lusters,  held  the 
shimmer  of  golden  rellection-  on  the  w.: 

He  liad  n  rnt  inl/i  red  tiie  dr.iv.  ing  nwm  at  Ja\  ,.  Head  a.s 
a  place  of  enchanted  perledion;  v.i  lii-  childhood  il>  >li\\ 
serenity  had  seemed  a  presentment  of  what  might  l)e  hoped 
for  in  heaven.    The  thou /I  t      liie  room  as  it  was  now, 
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open  but  a  little  dim  to  the  lilacs  and  warm  afternoon, 
had  iiauntcd  liim  .is  tlie  measure  of  all  watc  and  serenity 
in  nion  .'iits  of  extreme  danger,  his  ship  laboring  in  ele- 
mental catastrophes  and  in  remote  seas.  Its  fragance  had 
touched  him  through  the  miasma  of  Whampoa  Reach, 
uaitint;  fur  tlir  lii;liters  of  tea  to  float  down  frorri  Canton; 
standing  oil  in  the  thunder  stjualls  of  the  night  for  the 
morning  sea  breeze  to  take  him  into  Rio;  over  a  cognac  in 
the  coffee  stalls  of  the  French  market  at  New  Orleans,  the 
chanteys  ringing  from  the  cotton  gangs  along  the  levees: 

"  Were  you  ever  down  in  Mobile  Bay? 
Aye,  aye,  pump  away." 

As  he  left  the  room  he  saw  Laurel,  William's  youngest 
child,  and  he  imprisoned  her  in  an  arm.    "  You  haven't 

a-k(<l  what  I've  gut  for  you  in  my  sea  chest,"  he  said. 
Gerrit  was  very  fond  of  all  four  of  the  rosy-cheeked 
vigorous  girls,  and  a  sense  of  injury  touched  him  at 
Laurel  .s  reserved  manner.  She  studied  him  with  a  won- 
dering uneasy  concern.  This  he  realized  was  the  result 
of  bringing  f'aou  Yuen;  and  an  aggravated  impa- 

fitnre,  :i  ^'rowing  rebellion  sei/td  him.  He  wouldn't  stay 
with  hi-  wife  at  Java  Head  a  day  longer  than  necessary; 
and  if  anyone,  in  his  family  or  outside,  showed  the  slight- 
t  -t  disdain  he  could  retaliate  witli  his  knowledge  of  local 
jH  ttmr--,  the  batklmiiig  enmities  and  secret  lap-cs. 

Cj(f\  kiRu  he  didn't  want  trouble,  all  he  asked  was  a 
rca-rm.iiili-  lilKTty  i-x.'  sembl  ,  anyhfn*  of  a  courtesy 
tow.trd  hi>  wife.    Whatever  might  l^c  s:iid  would  be  of  no 

-  Fii  t,{  (u  her  —  vxufA  in  the  attitud*'  of  bis  falher  — 
and  1  .lou  \  uen's  indifference  fumi^ed  a  splendid  ex- 
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ample  for  himself.  He  wondered  why  the  devil  he  was 
continually  putting  his  Un<ivr>  in  affairs  that  couldn't  con- 
cern hiiii.  No  one  thanked  him  for  his  trouble,  they  con- 
sidered him  something  of  a  fool  —  a  good  sailor  but  pe- 
culiar. The  damned  unexpected  twists  of  his  sense  of  the 
absurd,  too,  got  him  into  constant  difficulty. 

His  father  wa«  standing  outside  the  princij^al  entrance; 
and,  as  he  joined  him  on  the  steps,  he  saw  two  men  from 
the  Xuutilus  carrying  his  ship's  desk  by  the  beckets  let  in 
the  ends.  The  wind  was  blowing  gently  up  Pleasant 
Street;  the  men,  at  his  gesture,  lifted  their  burden  up  the 
steps,  between  the  direction  of  i'k'  wind  iiul  Jeremy  .\m- 
midon.  The  lattti  rose  instantly  into  one  of  his  dark 
rages : 

"  What  do  you  mean,  you  damned  packetrats  —  coming 
up  a  companionway  to  the  windward  of  mel  1  11  have  no 
whaler>"  habit>  here.  "  He  repeated  diMontentedly  that 
evervthing  on  sea  and  land  had  fallen  into  u  decline. 
Others  followed  with  a  number  of  Korean  boxes,  strapped 
and  locked  with  copper,  and  wicker  baskets.  A  man  in 
charge  -aid  to  Gerrit  .Xmmidoii: 

"The  che-t  was  left  for  Mr  Dun-.ick  .'t  the  foot  of 
Haniv  Street.  >ir,  as  )ou  ordered.  The  inspector  sent 
It  oil  complimentary  with  your  personal  things."  Gerrit 
asked,  "  He  didn't  stop  to  get  a  whiff  of  it  then?  "  The 
other  shook  his  lu  ii.  '  Kdward  Dunsack  a.-ked  me  to 
ship  it  li< -f  and  i\j .luiucd  thai  it  wa-  only  junk  he  was 
briiiL:ini:  ii(!me,  !)Ut  what  it  amounts  to  is  about  a  ca.se 
uf  I'atn  i  opium.    He's  lucky." 

They  turned  inside,  William  was  in  the  library,  and 
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Gerrit  instinctively  followed  his  father  into  the  room. 
William  surveyed  him  with  a  moody  discontent.  "What 
I  can't  understand,"  he  proceeded;  "  is  why  you  call  it  a 
marriajje,  why  you  brought  your  woman  here  to  us,  to 
Rho(la  and  the  children." 

"  K>  simple  enough,"  Gerrit  replied;  "  Taou  Yuen  is 
mv  wife,  we  are  married  exactly  as  Rhoda  and  you  are. 
She  is  not  my  woman  in  the  sense  you  mean.  I  won't 
allow  that,  William." 

How  can  it  matter  what  you  will  or  will  not  allow 
when  cver\one"ll  think  the  other?  Shipmasters  have  had 
Cliinese  mistresses  before,  yes,  and  smuggled  them  into 
Salem;  but  this  conduct  of  yours  is  beyond  speech." 

Gerrit  Ammidon  said: 

"  Don't  carry  this  Uw  far."  Anger  like  a  hot  cloud 
oppre— ed  h'm.  "  I  am  married  legally  and,  if  anything, 
by  a  ceremony  less  preposterous  than  your  own.  Taou 
Yuen  is  not  open  to  any  man  or  wwnan's  suspicions.  I 
am  overwhelmingly  indebted  to  her." 

"  But  she's  not  your  race,"  William  Ammidon  muttered; 
"  she  is  a  Confucian  or  Taoist,  or  some  such  thing." 

"  You're  Unitarian  one  day  a  week,  and  father  is  Con- 
gregational, Hodie's  a  Methodist,  and  no  one  knows  what 
I  am,"  Gerrit  cried.  "Good  God,  what  does  all  that 
matter!  Isn't  a  relij,'ion  a  relii,Mon?  Do  you  suppose  a 
Lord  worth  the  name  would  be  anything  but  entertained 
by  such  spiteful  little  dogmas.  A  sincere  greased  nigger 
with  his  voodoo  must  be  as  good  as  any  of  us." 

"  That  is  too  >trong,  Gerrit,"  Jeremy  objected.  "  You'll 
get  nowhere  cr)'ing  down  Chri'^tianity." 
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"  If  I  could  fmd  it,"  the  younger  declared  bitterly,  "  I'd 
feel  differently.  It's  right  enough  in  the  Bible.  .  .  . 
Well,  we  ll  go  on  to  Boston  to-morrow." 

"  This  is  your  home,"  his  father  repeated.  "  Naturally 
William,  all  of  us  have  been  disturbed;  but  nothing  be- 
yond that  I  trust  we  are  a  loyal  family.  What  you've 
done  can't  be  mended  with  hard  words." 

"  She  may  l>ecome  very  fashionable,"  Gerrit  mockingly 
told  his  brother.  "  It'll  be  a  blow  to  Camilla,"  Jeremy 
chuckled.    "  Some  rice  must  be  cooked." 

"  Manchus  don't  live  on  rice,"  Gerrit  replied.  "  They 
don't  bind  the  feet  cither  nor  wear  the  c(xnmon  Chinese 
clothes.    Rliuda  will  understand  better." 

Again  in  his  room  he  found  his  wife  lx;nding  over  a 
gorgeous  heap  of  satins,  bright  mazarines  and  ornaments. 
"  We'll  go  down  to  supper  soon,"  he  told  her.  Already 
there  were  signs  of  her  presence  about  the  rmm :  the  chest 
of  drawers  was  covered  witli  gold  and  jade  and  green  am- 
l)er,  painted  paper  fans  set  on  ivory  and  tortoise  shell,  and 
lacquer  fan  boxes;  coral  hairpins,  sandalwood  combs, 
silver  nwge  pots  and  rose  quartz  perfume  bottles  with 
canary  silk  cords  and  tassels.  On  a  familiar  table  was 
her  pipe,  wound  in  gilt  wire,  and  the  flowered  satin  to- 
bacco case.  An  old  coin  was  hanging  at  the  head  of  the 
bed,  a  charm  against  evil  spirits;  and  on  a  stand  was  the 
amethyst  image  of  Kuan- Yin  pu  tze,  the  Goddess  of  Mercy. 

Taou  Yuen  sank  on  the  fl(X)r  with  a  little  embarrassed 
laugh  at  till'  confusion  in  wliitli  he  had  .su'-priscd  her. 
"  Let  your  attitude  he  grave, '^  he  quoted  from  the  Book  of 
Rites  with  a  pretended  severity.  Her  amusement  rose  in 
a  ripple  of  mirth.    He  opened  his  desk,  rearranging  the 
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disorder  brought  about  by  its  transportation;  and,  when  he 
turned,  she  w;'.s  prot^tnitc  in  the  la>t  rays  of  thf  sun.  "  O- 
me-to-Puh,"  she  breathed;  "  0-me-to-Fuh,"  the  invocation 
to  Buddha.  This  at  an  end  she  announced,  "  Now  I  am 
grave  and  resp)ectful  for  your  family." 

Supi)cr,  Gerrit  admitted  to  himself,  pranised  to  be  a 
painful  cxrasion;  conversation  ro-sc  sijoradically  and 
quickly  died  in  glances  of  irrepressible  curiosity  directed 
at  his  wife.  She,  on  the  contrary,  showed  no  pointed 
interest  in  her  surroundings;  and,  in  her  hesitating  slurred 
English,  answered  Rhoda's  few  questions  without  putting 
unv  in  return.  Camilla  preserved  a  frozen  silence;  Sid- 
sall  was  pleasantly  conciliating;  in  her  attitude  toward  the 
novel  situation;  Janet,  her  lips  moving  noiselessly,  was 
rapt  in  amazement;  and  Laurel  smiled,  abashed  at  meet- 
ing Taou  Yuen's  eyes. 

The  rciountinc;  of  his  delayed  return  offered  Gerrit  a 
welcome  relief  from  the  pervading  strain:  "There's  no 
tea  to  speak  of  at  Shanghai,  and  I  took  on  a  mixed  cargo 
—  pongees  and  porcelain  and  matting.  I  got  camphor 
and  c.uv.-ia  and  seven  hundred  peculs  of  ginger;  then  I 
decided  to  lay  a  course  to  Manilla  for  some  of  the 
cheroots  father  likes.  The  weather  was  fine,  I  had  a  good 
cargo,  and,  well  —  we  pleasured  out  to  Honolulu.  I  was 
riding  the  island  horses  and  shipping  oil  when  the 
schooner  Kaheniameha  arrived  from  the  coiust  with  the 
news  of  the  gold  discovers-  in  California.  Kvcr}'  lx)at  in 
the  harbor  was  loaded  to  the  trucks,  crowded  with  passen- 
gers at  their  weight  in  ginseng,  and  laid  for  San  Francisco. 
.  .  .  Well,  1  was  caught  with  the  rest. 

"  Five  thousand  dollars  was  offered  me  to  carry  a  gen- 
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tleman  and  his  attendant.  Two  others  would  pay  three 
for  the  same  ^urpuM-.    Stowage  was  worth  what  >ou  asked. 

.  The  x'liitilus  made  a  good  run;  then,  about  a  day 
from  hmd,  Mr.  liroadrick  told  me  that  there  wouldn't  be  a 
seaman  on  the  ship  an  hour  after  we  anchored.  They 
were  all  crazy  with  gold  fever,  he  said.  I  tould  see,  too, 
that  they  were  e.xcited;  the  watdi  hung  under  tlie  weather 
rail  jat)i>ering  like  parrots;  an  uglier  crew  of  sea  lawyers 
never  developed. 

"  There  was  one  thing  to  do  and  I  did  it  —  called  them 
aft  and  gave  them  some  hot  scou.-e.  They'd  shipped  lor 
Salem  and  there  they  must  go.  1  didn't  anchor,  but  stood 
oft— the  harbor  was  crowiied  with  de.>^erted  vessels  like 
some  hell  lor  ships  — and  sent  the  jolly  boat  in  with  the 
passengers  and  a  couple  of  men.  They  didn't  come  ba.  k, 
you  may  be  sure.  The  consignment  for  San  F ranci.sco  1 
carried  out  that  evening,  lor  I  made  sail  at  ohm  ' 

"  You  hud  a  pretty  time  getting  a  wa)-  oi.  her,  Jeremy 
Ammidon  remarked. 

"  I  did,"  Gerrit  acknowledged  shortly.  "  The  second 
mate's  ear  was  taken  loo^e  by  a  belaying  pin  that  flew  out 
of  the  dark  like  a  gull.  Mr.  Broacirn  k  iu.d  a  bud  m;:.ate 
in  the  port  foreca.-tle  after  he  had  urderc-u  all  hands  on 
deek  a  third  time.  The  fine  weather  left  us,  though,  and 
that  kept  the  crew  busy;  we  carried  away  the  fore-rovul 
mast  and  yard  before  we  were  within  a  thousand  miK  .  of 
the  latitucU  of  the  H')m.  That  hit  lik  i  cannon  bull 
of  ice.  Yon  1  -  ow  what  it  is  at  it^  w  ^  he  told  his 
father;  "  v.eeks  oi  snow  and  hail  and  fe^  and  gales;  and 
not  for  anything  can  you  keep  an  eassag.    God  knows 
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hov.'  a  ship  lives  through  the  seas;  but  she  dcx:s,  she  4oes, 
and  you  lose  the  Magellan  clouds  astern." 

Thf  old  man  nodded. 

Gcrrit  was  relieved,  however,  when  supper  ended  and 
his  wife  formally  departed  for  her  room.  Immediately 
slipping  a  hand  inside  Rhoda's  arm  he  conducted  her  to 
the  drawing-room.  "  I'd  like  you  to  know  more  about  it," 
he  said  directly. 

"  It  was  very  extraordinar}'.  A  Lu  Kikwang  was  a 
high  official  of  the  Canton  Customs,  and  when  Shanghai 
was  declared  an  open  port  in  forty-two  they  made  him 
hoppo  there.  I  remembered  him  at  Canton,  a  dignified 
old  duck  with  eighty  or  a  hundred  servants  to  keep  anyone 
from  pos-ihly  speaking  to  him  of  Imsiness,  hut  there  had 
hccn  some  trouble  al>out  foreign  vessels  selling  saltpeter 
illegally  and  —  he  knew  some  English  —  we  had  quite  a 
friendly  little  consultation.  Yet  it  hadn't  prepared  me 
for  his  coming  off  to  the  Xautilus  at  Shanghai  with  a 
lingui-t  and  an  air  of  the  greatest  mystery.  His  manner 
was  beautiful,  of  course,  al)M)lutely  tran(iuil  and  that  m-)de 
what  they  said,  what  he  hoped,  seem  even  wilder  than  it 
was. 

"  His  son,  it  appeared,  had  married  and  was  acciden- 
tally ('.row  led  in  the  Great  (^m.il  hardly  a  month  after 
the  ceremony.  Hi.-,  widow  in-longed.  then,  to  the  huslKind's 
family,  and  from  that  moment  her  lather- in-law  had  had 
nothing  hut  had  luck.  He  had  been  robbed,  his  best 
stallion  di.d,  there  had  lurn  a  flood  in  his  tea  which  not 
only  spoiled  th.'  irop  lait  filled  the  ground  with  silt  —  it 
was  impossible  to  relate  hi-  (.ilamities.    He  consulted  a 
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lu.rom.mcrr  nt  la  t  ;inil  lean  ed  that     was  all  caused  by 
the  prcot-nn  o    Tuou  Vuen. 

"This,  you  see,  made  the  diffuulty.  a-^  it's  a  frightful 
disgrace  to  return  a  mrirried  d  ui-ht.  r  tu  her  own  f  ahcrs 
home,  .tnd  I.ii  h;ul  grown  very  fond  of  !i.t.  >lie  was  . 
tremdy  clever  an!  virtum.^.  h.-  id.  The  oUier  thing 
was  to  kill  her  or  force  her  to  commit  suicide.  He  told 
roe  very  cahnly  that  he  would  like  to  avoid  this. 

"Then,  in  the  linL^uist's  most  lu,  manner,  they  went 
on  with  what  I.u  Kil.wang  ..n.-,  'I.  II.  had  recog- 
ni/..'(l  t!i  t  I  was  .  man  -t"  '  sui>it  lor  proiincty  '  and  he 
wundcrcii  if  I  would  take  Taou  Yuen  away  to  America 
with  me.  Very  secretly  though  — there  would  l>e  an 
uproar  if  it  were  known  that  a  Mancliu  woman  had 
been  murrit-d  tc  a  forciiMuT.  I  < ouUl  see  lur  first  in  his 
garden  without  Ikt  knowing  am  thing  alx)ut  it. 

"  It's  ncetiU  ss  to  tell  you  that  I  went  with  them  that 
afternoon.    A  meeting  was  arranged  for  the  next  day  — 
he  broke  off,  sitting  forward  with  elbows  on  knees,  gazing 
fixedly  at  his  i  hi-ix'd  hands. 

Vou  make  that  very  clear.  Gerrit,'"  his  sister-in-law 
replied;  "  I  now  understand  the  past  almost  as  well  as 
yourself;  but  it's  the  future  I'm  in  doubt  about.  I  saw 
immediately  that  your  wiie  was  not  m  ordinarv-  woman; 
it  wot-.M  U'  niudi  easier  it  -in-  were.  CiTtaiiil.v  you  don't 
intend  to  stay  here,  at  Java  Heatl ;  but  that  i>  inmiatcrial. 
W  herever  you  go  in  America  it  will  not  be  suitable  for  her. 
She'll  be  no  more  at  home  with  your  friends  than  you 
with  hers.  I  feel  terribly  sad  about  it,  Gerrit;  you  were 
as  selfish  as  onlv  a  man  ran  !>*'.  ' 

"  You  are  unjust,  Khuti  ,   he  protested.    "  Taou  Yuen 
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was  wiiung  to  ionic.  She  hud  read  atxHit  other  countries 
and  saw  a  great  deal  of  the  English  wife  of  a  rich  Dutch 
factor  at  Shanghai;  as  Lii  Kikwang  said,  she's  woader- 
fully  intellif;ent.    I  think  she  is  happy,  too." 

"  kul)lii-li!  Of  coursf  she  luves  you;  I  am  not  talking 
ahout  tli.it.  How  will  .>he  get  along  while  you  are  away 
on  your  long  voyages?  She  couldn't  pos.^ibly  live  in  the 
cabin  of  u  ship,  and  do  you  suppose  she'd  be  contented 
in  .Salt  m  with  you  absent  for  a  year!  " 

"  \\  «■  li.ive  as  ni.iny  di  ind'^  of  success  as  any  other 
m.irriage,"  he  asiscrted.  "  The  whole  business  is  foolish 
enough." 

"  That  opinion  might  do  for  a  single  shipmaster,  with 
only  a  month  or  two  out  of  ilu'  year  on  land.  When  you 
were  fnv,  (nrrit,  Miur  iniii.ttiiiu e  uitii  convention  was 
refre-liing  and  |K)>sil)le.  Mut  lan't  you  mv  that  you  have 
given  u|i  your  lilH-rty!  Wm  iiave  tied  your  hands.  How- 
ever loudly  you  may  cry  out  against  society  now  you  are 
a  jKirt  of  f()oli~li  or  not.  You'll  find  that  your  wife 
Iia>  .11)1  liorrd  you  in  Salem.  Bf)-ton  or  Singapore,  no  mat- 
ter where  you  go:  people  will  reach  and  hurt  you  through 
her. 

"  She  is  very  gorgeous  and  placid,  superior  on  the 
surface;  but  the  heart,  Gerrit  —  that  isn't  made  of  jade 

and  i\or)-  and  -ilk." 

"  1  11  bring  down  your  presents  to-morrow,"  he  told 
her,  avoiding  any  lurtlu  r  prt  >ent  discu»ion  of  his  mar- 
riage. "Has  father  failed,  do  you  think?  His  tempers 
are  vigorous  as  ever." 

'■  He  Mfin'-  b.iggier  alx)ut  the  eyes  and  throat.  He  is 
juat  as  quick,  but  it  exhausts  him  more.    Things  would  be 

[89] 


MICROCOPY  RESOLUTION  TEST  CHART 

ANSI  and  ISO  TEST  CHART  No  2! 


S.    /APPLIED  INA^GE  Inc 


JAVA  HEAD 


much  better  if  he  were  only  content  to  let  William  manage 
at  the  countinghouse.  Times  are  shifting  so  quickly  with 
these  new  clipper  ships  and  direct  passages  and  political 

changes." 

"  There's  no  longer  any  doubt  about  the  clippers,"  Ger- 
rit  declared;  "the  California  gold  rush  will  attend  to 
that." 

In  his  room  he  found  Taou  Yuen,  in  soft  white  silk 
wo  !:ed  witii  bamboo  leaves,  on  the  day  bed,  smoking. 
She  rose  immediately  as  he  entered;  and,  coming  close  to 
him,  ran  her  cool  fingers  through  his  hair.  He  stood 
gazing  out  at  the  dim  oil  flares  that  marked  the  confine.s 
of  Washington  S(iuarc,  considering  all  that  Rhoda  had 
said.  Stranij:el\-  enough  it  led  his  thoughts  away  from  his 
wife;  they  reverted  to  Nettie  VoUar. 

He  had  been,  he  realized,  ver)  nearly  in  love  with  her: 
what  he  meant  by  that  inaccurate  term  was  that  if  the  af- 
fair had  continued  a  little  longer  he  would  have  insisted 
on  marrying  her.  Nettie  was  not  indifferent  to  him.  An 
impersonal  feeling  had  attracted  him  to  her  —  a  resent- 
ment of  her  treatment  by  the  larger  part  of  Salem,  par- 
ticularly the  oblique  admiration  of  the  men.  His  super- 
sensitiveness  to  any  form  of  injustice  had  driven  him  into 
the  prote'-t  of  calling  and  accompanying  her.  with  an  exag- 
gerated politeness,  ai)out  the  streets.  It  had  not  been  dif- 
ficult; she  was  warm-blooded,  luxurious,  a  very  vivid 
woman.  Gerrit,  however,  had  made  a  point  of  repressing 
any  response  to  that  aspect  of  their  intercourse  —  the  sheer- 
est necessity  for  the  preservation  of  his  dixiain. 

She  had  cried  on  his  shoulder,  in  his  arms,  practically; 
he  had  acted  in  the  purely  fraternal  manner.    But  the 
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thing  was  reaching  a  natural  conclusion  when  her  grand- 
father, Barzil  Dunsack,  had  interfered  with  his  unsup- 
portably  frank  accusations  and  command.    The  Nautilus 

had  been  ready  for  sea,  and  his,  Gerrit's,  imperious  re- 
sentment had  carried  him  out  of  the  Dunsacks'  house  — 
to  Shanghai  and  Taou  Yuen  —  without  another  word  to 
Nettie. 

How  strangely  life  prc^ressed,  without  chart  or  intelli- 
gent observations  or  papers!  He  heard  the  tap  of  his 
wife's  pipe:  there  was  a  faint  sweetish  odor  of  dru^'.ued 
tobacco  and  the  scent  of  cloves  in  which  she  saturated 
herself.  Outside  was  Salem,  dim  and  without  perceptible 
movement;  the  clock  in  the  hall  struck  ten.  Taou  Yuen 
didn't  apf)roach  him  again  nor  speak;  her  perceptions  were 
wonderfully  acute. 

The  sense  of  loneliness  that  sometimes  overtook  him 
on  shore  deepened,  a  feeling  of  impotence,  as  if  he  had 
suddenly  waked,  lost  and  helpless,  in  an  unfamiliar  planet. 
There  was  the  soft  whisper  of  his  wife's  passage  across 
the  room.  In  the  lamplij^ht  the  paint  on  her  cheeks  made 
startling  unnatural  patches  of  —  paint.  The  reflections 
slid  over  the  licjuid  black  mass  of  her  hair,  died  in  the 
lustrous  creamy  folds  of  her  garment.  She  was  at  once 
grotesque  and  impressive,  like  a  figure  in  a  Chinese  pan- 
tomime watched  from  the  western  auditorium  of  his  inher- 
itance. His  fondness  for  her,  his  admiration,  had  not  les- 
sened. He  surveyed  his  position,  the  presence  here,  in  his 
room  at  Java  Head,  of  Taou  Yuen,  with  amazement;  all 
the  small  culminating  episodes  lo^t,  the  result  was  beyond 
credence.  His  thoughts  returned  to  Rhoda's  accusation  of 
selfishness,  the  disaster  implied  in  her  pity  for  his  wife. 
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He  tried  again  to  analyze  his  marriage,  discover  whatever 
justification,  sccurit>',  it  possessed.  Was  his  adaiiration 
for  Taou  Yuen  sufficient  jirovision  for  his  part  of  their 
future  together?  It  was  fuunded  largely  on  her  superior- 
ity to  the  world  he  hud  known ;  and  here  it  was  necessary 
for  him  to  convince  himself  that  his  wedding  had  not  been 
merely  the  result  of  romantic  accident.  Hi'  knew  that 
the  sensual  had  h  d  almost  no  i>art  in  it,  it  had  been 
meital;  an  act  of  pity  cry^talli/iing  his  revolt  against 
what  he  felt  to  be  the  impotence  of  "  Christian  "  ethics. 
Yet  this  was  not  sufficient;  for  he,  like  Rhoda,  had  found 
under  his  wife's  immobility  the  flux  of  immemorial  wcanan. 

No.  it  wasn't  enough;  but  more  existed,  he  was  cer- 
tain of  that.  No  one  could  expect  him,  now,  to  experi- 
ence tir;  thrill  of  idealized  passion  that  was  the  sole  prop- 
erty of  youth.  What  feeling  he  had  had  for  Nettie  —  he 
was  obliged  to  return  to  her  from  the  fact  that  it  was  the 
only  possible  comparison  —  had  come  from  v?ry  much  the 
same  source  as  tlie  other.    The  old  imi)ersonal  motives! 

The  danger,  Rhoda  pointed  out,  had  been  admitted 
when  his  marriage  made  impossible  the  continuation  of 
that  aloof  position.  He  dou!)ted  that  it  could  change  him 
so  utterlv.  The  tliought  of  the  entertainment  his  wife 
would  afford  him  in  Salem  expanded.  He  regretted  that 
the  best,  the  calling  and  comments  of  the  women,  was 
necessarily  lost  to  him,  but  Taou  Yuen  would  repeat  a 
great  deal:  she,  too,  had  a  sly  sense  of  the  ridiculous.  He 
hoped  that  his  si4er-in-law  didn't  suppose  her  helpless; 
the  im[)onetral.le  Manchu  control  Mve  her  a  pitiless  advan- 
tage over  any  less  absolute  civilization.    In  the  darkness 
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before  sleep  tlie  liciiv}  exotic  scents  in  the  room  oppressed 
him  strangely. 

He  rose  early,  and  quietly  dressing  went  out  into  the 

garden:  buds  on  the  June  roses  ag;iiii.-t  the  high  blank 
fence  on  the  street  were  swelling  into  visible  crimson; 
there  were  the  slumping  of  horses"  feet  on  the  cobbles  of 
the  stable  inclosure,  the  heavy  breathing  and  admonitions 
of  the  coachman  wielding  a  currycomb.  The  stmlight 
stre;uiie(l  down  through  pale  green  willow  and  tall  lilac 
bushes,  through  the  (x:t-.igoua]  latticed  summerhou-"?  and 
across  die  vivid  sod  to  the  dravving-njom  door.  Gerrit 
turned,  and  entered  the  farther  yard,  where  his  father  was 
inspecting  the  pear  trees. 

"  The  Xtiutilus  will  need  new  copper  sheathing,"  Gerrit 
said;  "  sht's  pretty  well  stripped  forward." 

"  Take  her  around  to  the  Salem  Marine  Railway  at  the 
foot  of  English  Street.  A  fine  ship,  Gerrit,  with  a  proper 
hull.  I  tell  you  they'll  »  ver  improve  on  the  French 
lines." 

'•  She  won't  go  into  die  wind  with  a  clipper,"  he  ad- 
mitted; "  but  1  11  sail  her  on  a  fair  breeze  with  anything 
afloat." 

"If  you  come  to  that,"  his  father  asserted;  "nothing 
handsomer  will  ever  l>e  seen  than  an  East  Indiaman  in  the 
nortlieast  trades  with  the  captain  on  the  quarter-deck  in  a 
cocked  hat  and  sword,  the  shoals  of  flying  fish  and  alba- 
core  skittering  about  a  transom  as  high  and  carved  and 
gilded  as  a  church,  the  royal  pennant  at  the  mainmast 
head.  Maybe  it  would  1h>  the  pMrl  of  Balcarras  with  her 
cannons  siuuing  and  the  midshipmen  running  about" 
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"  Ye?,"  the  younger  man  returned,  "  and  taking  in  her 
light  sails  at  sunset,  dropping  astern  like  an  island.  The 
John  Company's  ruining  British  shipping." 

Jeremy  Ammidon  muttered  one  of  his  favorite  pessi- 
mistic complaints.  "  What  did  you  say  her  name  was?  " 
he  demanded  abruptly. 

"Taou  Yuen." 

"  Taou  Yuen  Ammidon,"  the  elder  pronounced  experi- 
mentally. "  It  doesn't  s(xind  right,  the  two  won't  go  to- 
gether." 

"  But  they  have,"  Gerrit  declared.  He  thought  impa- 
tiently that  he  must  listen  to  a  repetition  of  Rhodi'  's  asser- 
tions. 

"  I  don't  know  much  about  'em,"  Jeremy  proceeded. 

\\\  I  saw,  when  I  was  younger,  was  the  little  singing- 
girls  playing  mora  and  wailing  over  their  infernal  three- 
stringed  fiddles  something  about  the  moon  and  a  bowl  of 
water  lilies." 

Taou  Yuen  did  not  come  down  to  breakfast,  and  Gerrit 
stayed  away  from  their  room  until  her  toilet  must  be  fin- 
ished. It  was  Sunday;  and  with  the  customary  prepara- 
tion for  church  under  way  William  said: 

"  I  suppose  you  will  go  down  to  the  ship?  " 

The  hidden  question,  the  purpose  of  the  inquiry,  at 
once  stirred  into  being  all  Gerrit's  perversity.  "  No,"  he 
replied  careles>ly;  "we'll  go  with  you  this  morning." 

"  That's  unheard  of,"  William  exclaimed  heatedly;  "  a 
woman  in  all  her  paint  and  perfume  and  outrageous  clothes 
in  North  Church,  with  —  with  my  family!  I  won't  have 
it,  do  you  understand." 

[94] 


JAVA  HEAD 


"  No  worse  than  what  you  see  there  every-  week,"  Gerrit 
retortud  cahnly;  "corsets  and  feathers  and  female  gim- 
cracks.  Plenty  of  rouge  and  cologne  too.  It  will  give 
them  something  new  to  stare  at  and  whisper  about.' 

\\  ilH  un  Anamidon  choked  on  his  anger,  and  his  wife 
laid  a  gloved  hand  on  his  arm.  "  You  must  make  up  your 
mind  to  it,"  she  told  him.  "  It  can't  hurt  anyone.  She  is 
Gerrit's  wife,  you  see." 

Above,  the  shipmaster  said  to  Taou  Yuen :  "  We  are 
going  to  church  with  the  family."  He  surveyed  her 
clothes  with  a  faint  glimmer  of  amusement.  She  had, 
he  saw,  made  hjrsclf  especially  re>f,lcndent  as  a  Manchu. 
The  long  gown  was  straw-colored  satin  with  black  bats  — 
a  symbol  of  happiness  —  whirling  on  thickly  embro:  i- 
ered  silver  clouds,  over  which  she  wore  a  sleeve  coat  fas- 
tened with  white  jade  and  glittering  with  spangles  of 
beaten  copper.  Her  slippers  were  pale  rose,  and  fresh 
apple  blossoms,  which  she  had  had  brought  from  the 
yard,  made  a  headdress  fixed  with  long  silver  and  dull 
red  ivory  pins. 

She  smiled  obediently  at  his  announcement,  and,  with  a 
fan  of  peacock  silks  and  betel  nuts  in  a  pouch  like  a  tea 
rose  hanging  by  a  cord  from  a  jade  button,  she  signified 
her  readiness  to  proceed. 

^\  illiam  had  gone  on  foot  with  his  girls,  Jeremy  was 
seldom  in  church,  and  Rhoda,  Taou  Yuen  beside  her  with 
Gerrit  facin.^  them,  followed  in  the  barouch. ,  It  seemed 
to  the  latter  that  they  were  almost  immediately  at  the  door 
of  North  Church.  The  leisurely  congregation  filling  the 
walk  stiffened  in  incredulous  amazement  as  Gerrit  handed 
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hi5  wife  to  the  pavtmrnt  Rhoda  wont  promptly  forward, 
ncxUliiiK  in  respn  ,  >  to  countlt>s  stupefied  greetings;  while 
Gerrit  VmPMdon  moved  on  at  Taou  Yuen's  side. 

Prepared,  he  restrained  the  latter  from  a  prostration  in 
the  hall  of  the  church.    Nothing  had  changed :  the  um- 
brella trough  still  bore  the  numbers  of  the  pews,  the  stair 
wound  gloomily  up  to  the  organ  loft.    He  again  found 
the  subdued  interior,  the  maroon  upholstery,  the  flat 
Gothic  stiuares  of  the  ceiling  and  dark  red  stone  walls, 
a  place  of  reposeful  charm.    The  Ammidons  had  tv\o  of 
the  box  pews  against  the  right  wall  ,  his  brother  and  chil- 
dren were  in  the  second,  md,  inside  the  other  small  ia- 
closure,  he  shut  the  gate  and  took  his  place  on  a  con- 
tracted c     T  bench.    Taou  Yuen  sat  with  Rhoda  against 
the  back  oi  the  pew.    The  former,  blazing  like  a  gor- 
geous flower  on  the  shadowed  surface  of  a  pool,  smiled 
serenely  at  him. 

He  could  hear  the  hum  of  subdued  comment  running 
like  ignited  powder  through  the  church,  familiar  faces 
turned  blankly  toward  him  or  nodded  in  patent  confusion. 
The  men,  he  noted,  expn-sscd  :^  nnglc  rigid  condemna- 
tion.   The  women,  in  crisp  '  and  riblx)ned 
bonnets,  were  franker  in  their                Taou  Yuen  was 
a  loadstone  for  their  glances.    A^.  ihe  service  progressed 
her  face  grew  expressionless.    Fretted  sandalwood  brace- 
lets drooped  over  her  folded  hands,  and  miniature  dragon 
flics  quivered  on  the  gold  wires  of  her  earrings;  the  sharj) 
perfumes  of  the  East  drifted  out  and  mingled  with  the 
Western  scents  of  extracts  and  powders    He  only  saw- 
that  she  was  politely  clitwing  betel  nut.    It  \,a-^n't,  ho  told 
himself  reverting  to  his  critical  attitude  toward  Salem, 
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tlKit  he  was  lacking  in  ciiarity  toward  his  neighbors,  or  that 
he  felt  any  superiority;  but  the  quality  that  signallv  routed 
his  autayonism  was  precisely  the  men's  present  aspect  of 
hca\y  len-ure  and  boundlcs..;  propriety,  their  stolid  atti- 
tude of  jii.tiiyin-  Hk-  spiritual  consummation  promised  by 
the  .-crnion  and  h\inn.s. 

The  long  night  watches,  the  anxiety  of  the  sea,  tlie  pro- 
found mysteries  of  the  wheeling  stars  and  the  silence  of 
the  ocean  at  dawns,  had  given  him,  he  dimly  realized,  an 
inarticulate  reverence  for  the  ^upieme  my>tery  of  creation. 
He  was  unable  to  jiut  it  into  words  or  facile  prave-  hut 
It  was  the  guarded  foundation  of  most  that  he  was,'  and  it 
bred  in  him  a  contempt  for  lesser  signs.    The  religion  of 
l"s  birth,  the  faith  of  Tuou  Yuen,  the  fetishism  of  the 
Zanzibar  ''oast,  he  luid  regarded  as  icjually  important,  or 
futile  — tl,    mere  wash  of  the  inimenMtv  of  beautv  the 
inexorable  destiny,  that  had  seemed  to  breathe  on  him 
alone  at  the  stern  of  his  ship. 

He  lo^t  himself  now  in  the  keenness  of  his  remembered 
emotion:  the  church  faded  into  a  far  hori2on,  he  felt  the 
slight  heave  of  tlie  shij.  and  heard  the  creaking  of  the 
wheel  as  the  steersman  shifted  his  hands;  from  aloft  came 
the  faint  slapping  of  the  bunt  lines  on  rigid  canvas,  the 
loose  hemp  slippers  ui  the  crew  sounded  across  the  deck 
the  water  whispered  alongside,  the  ship's  bell  was  struck 
and  rei,eated  ii.  a  diminished  note  on  the  topgallant  fore- 
castle.   The  morning  rose  from  below  the  edge  of  the  sea 

and  the  pure  air  fre.shened  His  thoughts  were  re- 

callc<l  to  the  present  by  the  dogmatic  insistence  of  the 
<^^eru'vman-s  voice,   promising  In-.vcn,  threatening  hell 
Hl>  gaze  rested  on  the  chalk\-  debility  of  Madra  Clifford 
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Tlie  ^i  rvice  over,  the  aisle  past  the  Ammidnn  pows  was 
filled  with  a  slow-movini^  in(|ui>it!\v  throiii^.  Kluxla  chose 
to  wait  imtil  the  greater  part  was  jjast,  and  then  she 
followed  with  the  unmoved  Taou  Yuen  and  Gerrit. 
"  This  is  my  brutlier's  wife,"  he  heard  the  former  say. 
"Mr.:..  Sultonstone,  Girrit".^  .^ister.  Mrs.  Clifford  and  Miss 
VcrrriLil.  Vcs  .  .  .  from  Sharmhai.  Overdue.  W  e  were 
worried,  of  cour.-e."  Taou  Yuen  smiled  vigorously  and 
flapped  the  vivid  fan.  Against  her  brilliant  colors,  the 
carved  jade  and  embroideries,  silver  and  apple  blossoms, 
the  other  women  looked  <  olorles-  in  wide  book  muslin  and 
barege,  with  >hort  veils  tulle  illu-ion  hanging  from  bon- 
nets of  rice  straw  and  glazed  crepe.  Palpably  shocked  by 
her  Oriental  face  masked  in  paint,  her  Chinese  "  heathen  " 
origin,  yet  they  fingered  the  amazing  needlework  and  won- 
dered ovt  :  the  weight  of  her  satins. 

The  men  he  knew  gave  him,  for  the  most  jiart,  a  curt 
greeting.  Th^y  glanced  more  -overtly  at  his  ^  ife;  he  un- 
derstood exactly  what  thoughts  brought  out  this  condemna- 
tion soiled  by  private  speculation;  and  his  disdain  mounted 
at  their  sleek  backs  and  glossy  tile  hats  supported  on  stiffly 
bent  arms. 

After  dinner  he  walked  through  the  warm  sunny  empti- 
ness of  the  afternoon  to  Derby  Wharf  and  the  Nautilus. 
Standing  on  the  wharf,  smoking  a  cheroot,  he  leaned  back 
upon  his  cane,  studying  the  ship  with  a  gaze  that  missed  no 
detail.  There  was  not  a  .sound  from  the  Water;  across  the 
harbor  Peach's  Point  .seemed  about  to  dissolve  in  a  faint 
green  haze;  a  strong  scent  of  mingled  spices  came  from 
the  warehouses.  There  was  the  splash  of  oars  in  the 
Basin  beyond,  and  the  more  distant  peal  of  a  church  bell. 
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At  the  sound  of  footfalls  behind  htm  he  turned  and 
saw  Nettie  VoUar  and  her  untie,  Edward  Dun.sack.  A 
daric  color  rose  in  tlie  girl's  clieel;,  and  lier  hand  pulled 
involuiitan'y  at  f Jun>a(  k'>  i,  as  if  ,-lie  ui-lied  to  retreat. 
Gcnit  tliuugiit  thai  m;o  liad  ag^d  sinie  he  had  late.st  met 
her:  Nettie's  mouth,  with  its  full,  slightly  drooping  lower 
lip,  had  loit  something  of  its  fresh  nrch;  her  eyes,  tliough 
they  ^-till  i)re.>ervcd  their  Idack  >[i  irklc,  were  plainly  re- 
sentlul.  IMward  Dunsac  k,  medium  tall  I  ait  thin  almost 
to  emaciation,  had  a  riven  sallow  face  with  do^e-tut  silvery 
hair  and  agate-brown  eyes  with  contracteti  [ju{)ils. 

"  Well,  Nettie,"  Gerrit  said,  moving  forvr-ard  promptly, 
"  it's  pleasant  to  see  you  again."  Her  hand  was  cold  and 
still.    "  Dun>a(  k,  too." 

"  I  am  obliged  to  you  for  my  chest,"  the  latter  told  him, 
unmoved  by  Gerrit 's  quizzical  gaze. 

"  Glad  to  do  it  for  you,"  the  other  replied;  "  it  came 
ashore  with  m\'  personal  things,  and  so,  perhaps,  saved 
you  something." 

"  Perhaps,"  Dunsack  agreed  levelly. 

Looking  down  at  the  cob  filling  of  the  wharf,  Nettie 
Vollar  said,  "  You  came  home  married,  I  hear,  and  . 
Chinese  lady." 

Gerr,;  assented.    "  Vou"l!  certainly  l<now  h    ,  and  li 
her,  too.    Taou  Yuen  is  very  wise  anu  wit!   .it  the  pr  i- 
udices — "  he  stopped,  conscious  of  the  stupidity  of  hi- 
attempted  kindness.    Nettie  looked  up  defiantly,  biting  her 
lip  —  a  familiar  trick,  he  recalled.    Dunsack  interpn-.'d 

"  You  will  find  that  the  Chine-e  liave  none  of  your  litt  e 
sympathetic  tricks.  No  foreigner  could  ever  grasp  the 
depth  of  their  indifference  to  what  you  might  call  human- 
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ity.  They  are  born  wise,  as  you  say,  but  weary.  I  <up- 
po.>c  your  wik-  pi;  ys  tlie  guitar  skillfully  and  sings  the 

Soodiow  I.uvf  Sdiii^." 

Gcrrit  Ammidon  .studied  Iiim  with  somhcr  i  <  ;nid  a 
gathering  temper:  it  \va>,  howtwr,  imjK)  ^ilili-  to  dnide 
whether  the  implication  was  deliberately  insulting.  He 
wouldn't  have  any  Canton  iKik,  proba!>l\  itur.ited  with 
opium,  in>iiiuatf  tint  afl.iir  u.i-  on  tlic  plane  of  that 
of  a  drunken  sailor!  "My  wit'e,""  lie  saui  dt  lilx-atelv, 
*'  is  a  Mandm  lady.  Vou  may  know  that  they  don't  k  arn 
dialect  songs  nor  ornament  tea  houses." 

"  \  ery  remarkable,"  Dunsack  returned  imperturbably. 
"  W'o  never  .>ee  them.  How  did  you  man  lt  a  iro- between, 
and  did  you  send  the  hour  of  your  Ijirth  lo  the  Caleulator 
of  Destinies?  Then  there  is  so  much  to  rememtier  in  a 
Chinese  wedding  —  the  catties  of  tea  and  four  silver  in- 
gots, the  earrings  and  red  and  green  silk  and  Tao  jiriest 
to  consult  the  god-."  Gerrit  heard  tills  with  a  frowning 
countenance.  If  Nettie  were  not  there  he  would  put  Dun- 
sack  forward  with  the  hypothetical  crew  to  which  he  be- 
longed. He  felt  as  sorry  for  Nettie,  he  discovered,  as  ever. 
It  moved  him  to  see  her  vivarity  of  life,  her  af)[)ealingly 
warm  color,  .-lowly  dulled  by  Salem  and  the  adventitious 
circumstance  of  her  birth.  What  a  dreary  existence  she 
led  in  the  narsh  atmosphere  of  her  grandfather  and  the 
solemn  house  on  Hardy  Street!  At  one  time  he  had  fan- 
ned that  he  might  diange  it  .  .  .  when  now  here  was 
Taou  \ucn,  detached  and  superior,  waiting  in  his  room 
at  Java  Head. 

"  I  stopped  for  a  moment  to  look  at  the  ship,"  he  said, 
with  the  trace  of  an  ungracious  bow,  "  and  must  get  back." 
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The  sunlight  fluti^  a  w;irm  moted  veil  over  Nettie  Vollar. 
She  pave  him  ;i    tartl  1  uncalculated  glance  of  almost 
(Ir-pcnitr  appeal  and  hi<  heart  rt'-poiuled  witli  ;i  fniitkened 
thud     l.dw.ird  Dunsack  was  sallow  and  enigmatic,  will 
thui  pinchid  lips. 


V 


4  4^— ^HE  stupid  bruiser."'  Edward  Dunsack  de- 
I  clarL-d  in  a  thin  bitterness  that  startled  the 
1       girl  at  his  side.    "  The  low  sea  bully!  "  He 

wa?  gazin.K  at  tlie  roolute  back  of  Captain  Ammidon.  A 
surprisin.i^  hatred  filltd  him  at  the  memory  of  the  other's 
intolerant  gaze,  the  i  areless  contempt  of  his  words.  He 
thought,  oddly  enough,  of  the  delicate  and  ingenious  tor- 
tures practiced  on  offenders  in  China ;  the  pleasant  mental 
picture  f(;]](i\ved  nf  ,\mmidon  bowed  in  a  wooden  collar,  of 
Gerrit  Ammidon  bambooed,  sliced,  slowly  choking.  .  .  . 
With  an  intense  sen-^  f  horror  he  caught  himself  dwelling 
on  these  dripping  visions.  His  hands  clasped  rigidly,  a 
sweat  stood  out  on  his  brow,  in  a  realization  that  was  at 
once  dread  and  a  self-loathing. 

About  him  l;iy  the  trancjuil  Salem  water,  the  still 
wharves,  the  familiar  roofs  and  green  tree  tops.  This 
wasn't  Canton,  he  told  himself,  but  America:  there  was 
Nettie;  only  a  few  streets  away  was  his  father's  house,  his 
own  home,  all  >olid  and  safe  and  reassuring.  China  was 
a  thing  of  tlie  |);i^t.  it-  in-idiou-;  secret  hold  broken. 
It  was  now  only  a  dre.im  of  evil  fascination  from  which  he 
had  waked  to  liie  reality,  the  saving  substance,  of  Derby 
Wharf.  "  It's  his  domineering  manner,"  he  explained 
the  outburst  to  Nettie;  "all  slii[)nKi-ters  have  it  —  as  if 
the  world  were  a  ve-sel  they  damned  from  a  quarter-deck 
in  the  sky.    I  never  could  put  up  with  them." 

[lu2j 


JAVA  HEAD 


He  is  ven-  kind,  really,"  she  replied,  looking  away 
over  the  hurl^or.  "  It  is  so  (jucer  —  marrying  a  Chinese 
woman  like  that.  How  will  ho  ever  get  along  with  her 
or  be  hap-py  ?  " 

"  He  won't,"  Edward  Dunsack  asserted.  "  Leave  that 
to  time."  He  studied  her  attentively.  "  Was  it  anything 
to  you  ?  "  he  a>kcd. 

"  It  might  have  ijeen,"  she  acknowledged  listlessly,  her 
gaze  still  on  the  horizon.  "  He  came  to  see  me  two  or 
three  times,  quite  differently  from  other  nice  men,  and  took 
me  to  a  concert  at  the  Philharmonic  Society.  He  was  get- 
ting to  like  me,  I  could  tell  that,  when  grandfather  inter- 
fered — " 

"  I  see,"  Dunsack  interrupted,  "  with  the  immorality  of 
the  supermoral." 

"  Whatever  it  was  he  was  past  bearing.  No  one  could 
blame  Gcrrit  for  getting  into  a  fur}-.  The  next  day  I 
stood  almo.-t  in  this  spot,  it  was  late  afternoon  too,  and 
watched  the  Xautilus  sail  away.  All  the  canvas  was  set 
and  I  could  see  her  for  a  long  time.  When  the  last  trace 
had  gone  it  seemed  to  me  that  my  life  had  sunk  too  .  ,  . 
out  there." 

"  The  old  man's  a  fool,"  he  said  bluntly  of  his  father. 
"How  do  you  suppose  he  got  hold  of  a  Manchu?"  he 
shifted  his  tliought,  addressing  the  stillness  about  them 
rather  than  his  companion.  "  Don't  imagine  for  a  min- 
ute that  you  are  superior  to  her,"  he  told  N'ettie  more  di- 
rectly. "  There  is  nothing  more  remarkaljle.  They  must 
be  gorgeous,"  a  faint  color  stained  his  long  cheeks, 
"What  incredii)le  luck,"  he  murmured. 

He  was  thinking  avidlv  '  f  the  women  of  China  —  the 
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little  gay  girls  like  toys,  the  momentury  glimpses  of  enam- 
eled fuces  in  hurrying  red-tlowered  sedan  chairs,  faces  of 
ivory  stained  with  carmine,  in  gold-crustea  headdresses. 
A  sudden  impatience  at  Nettie  VoUar's  obvious  person  and 
clothes  expanded  to  a  detestation  of  an  atmosphere  he  had 
but  a  minute  or  so  before  \vi  l(  ()nied  as  an  escape  from 
-tmKtiiing  infinitely  wor.-e  than  death.  Now  it  seemed 
impossible  to  spend  a  life  in  Salem.  It  would  h;i-.e  been 
better,  when  he  had  been  released  by  Heard  and  Company, 
to  have  taken  the  position  open  in  the  Dutch  Hong. 

He  was  in  a  continual  state  of  such  vacillation,  as  if  he 
were  the  seat  of  two  separate  and  antagonistic  ])ersonali- 
ties;  rather,  he  changed  the  figure,  in  him  the  East  strug- 
gled with  the  West.  It  was  necessary  for  the  latter  to  tri- 
umph. The  difficulty  lay  in  the  fact  that  the  first  was 
represented  by  an  actual  circumstance  while  the  other  was 
only  a  dim  apprehension,  a  weakened  allegiance  to  ties 
never  strong. 

He  cursed  the  extraordinary  chance  that,  against  every 
probabilit)',  had  brought  the  chest  of  opium  safely  to  him 
here.  Its  purchase  had  1/cen  tlie  rr-ult  of  habit  evading 
his  will,  he  had  despatc  hed  it  —  in  that  seesawing  contest 
—  by  a  precarious  route,  hall  hoping  that  it  would  be  lost 
or  seized;  and,  when  he  had  seen  the  chest  carried  down 
Hardy  Street  to  his  door,  a  species  of  terror  had  fastened 
upon  him,  a  premonition  of  an  evil  spirit  tlitkcring  alxivc 
him  in  a  turnini,'  of  oily  smoke.  Why  hadn't  he  pitched 
the  tiling  into  the  water  at  the  foot  of  their  yard!  There 
was  time  still :  he  would  take  the  balls  of  opium  and  dis- 
pose of  them  secretly.  A  sudden  energy,  a  renewed  sense 
of  strength,  flooded  him.    This  distaste  for  Nettie  changed 
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into  a  pity  at  the  ill  luck  that  had  followed  her:  she  didn't 
flfscrve  it.  Gcirtous  emotioiis  expanded  his  heart.  He 
dreanu'd  of  taking  hold  of  his  father's  ■-niall  commerce  in 
rum  and  .-ugar  wiih  tlie  West  Indies  and  turning  it  into  a 
concern  as  rich  and  powerful  as  Ammidon,  Aramidon  and 
Salton^tone. 
Why  not! 

They,  too,  would  have  a  l)ig  wiu'te  liou<e  on  Washing- 
ton St^uarc  or  Chestnut  Street,  with  servants  —  Chine.-^e 
servants  —  and  hor.ses  and  great  ships  sailing  in,  laden 
witli  the  East.  Why  not  indeed!  He,  Edward  Dunsack, 
h.ul  more  brains  than  Jcrem\  Ammidon,  that  stiff  old  man 
with  a  f:Hc  the  color  of  a  damar  k  plum.  Hi-  niece  would 
go  to  all  the  balls  at  Franklin  and  Hamilton  Halls,  the 
injustice  of  her  position  overcome  by  an  impressively  in- 
creasing fortune.  Alxstractly  he  patted  her  shoulder  with 
a  han<l  a-<  long  and  g.ujnt  and  yJlov.  a..  l  is  face.  .Ml 
thi-^  would  ( ome  as  a  rc.-uU  of  throwing  the  opium  into  tiu' 
harbor.    It  was  as  good  as  accomplished. 

In  the  face  of  his  pro-iin  tive  well-being  he  felt  already 
the  etju  il  of  anyone  in  Salem.  If  Gerrit  Aramidon  had 
married  a  ]\Ianchu  lady  it  was  his  privilege,  no,  duty,  to 
c;']l  and  jait  liis  cxiKTience  in  things  ("hiiu-c  at  thcir 
conimand.  S!ie  W(juid  speak  only  a  little  if  any  Eng- 
lish; no  one  here  understood  the  prejiaration  of  her  food 
—  her  (k  licate  necessity  for  dishes  not  the  property  of  an 
entire  liou -(hold :  a  hundred  such  details  of  which  the 
inlinitdy  truckr  \\'i-t  mu-t  be  ignorant.  He  thought 
comiilacently  that  he  would  understand  her  better  than 
anyone  else  in  Salem,  in  Boston,  in  America;  far  better 
than  her  husband.    She  would  without  doubt  learn  de- 
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pcnd  on  him:  they  would  laugli  together  at  the  manners 
and  people  .il)out  thein.    Ainniidon  would  be  away  for 

long  periods  on  the  C  liina  service — . 

His  dreams  broke  oil  with  a  sardoiii(  laugh,  a  repetition 
of  the  tone  in  which  he  had  objurgated  the  shipmaster. 
Such  visions  were  the  property  of  youth,  and  he  wus  forty- 
two,  forty-two  and  nothing  more  than  a  discredited  clerk 
who  had  fled  across  the  world  frf)m  a  >hadow.  But  he 
was  right  —  he  had  seen  white  men  who  had  caught  the 
breath  of  China  accepting  just  such  opportunities  as  the 
one  offered  to  him  after  his  dismissal  by  Augustine  Heard. 
At  the  Dutch  Hong  he'd  be  expected  to  ailk  about  his  late 
employer.  Such  situations,  he  had  realized  in  a  rarely 
illuminating  llash,  were  only  temporary,  a  descending 
flight. 

These  men  resembled  the  fate  of,  say,  a  brig  sailing  into 
the  China  Sea  in  all  the  perfection  of  order  of  tin-  Briti.-h 
Marine:  at,  perhaps,  Hong  Kong,  sold  to  a  native  firm,  she 
would  be  refitted  under  an  extravagant  ilag,  and  ^lowly  the 
order  would  depart  until,  in  a  slovenly  tangle  of  rigging 
and  defilement,  she'd  be  seen  yawing  on  secret  and  nau- 
seous errands. 

A  homely  chime  of  bells  was  repeated  from  the  town; 
a  ship's  fa.-t  strained  resinously  with  the  changing  tide. 
*'  It  will  be  getting  on  toward  supper,"  Nettie  told  him. 
They  walked  slowl\'  from  the  wharf,  turned  silently  into 
Derby  Street  and  Hardy  on  their  way  home.  Beyond  the 
inner  fence  of  tlie  garden  the  thick  uneven  sod  reaching  to 
the  water  was  dark  and  cool  against  the  luminous  flush  of 
evening.    A  sound  of  frying  and  heavy  odor  came  from 
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the  kitchen,  and  Kate  VoUar's  voice  informed  them  that 

the  meal  was  ready. 

Bar.  il  Dunsack  bowed  his  head  over  the  table  and  nro- 
noiMiecd  a  grace  in  startlingly  resonant  tones,  the  reverent 
humility  of  his  words  oddly  erajjhasized  by  a  sort  of  angry 
im[)atien  It  seemed  as  if  he  at  once  subjected  himself 
to  his  God  and  exprcs-ed  a  certain  dissatisfaction  with  His 
forbearaiKe.  Edward  Dunsack  was  plun'jed  in  the 
thought  of  the  resolution  1    intended  to  luliill  that  evening. 

The  throwing  away  of  ihe  opium  hnd  lost  a  part  of  its 
symbolic  meaning.  It  now  seemed  even  a  little  rasn  when 
he  could  find  an  iin;.,ediate  highly  profitable  market  — 
the  opium  had  cost  him  seven  hundred  dollars  in  China. 
But  he  must,  he  realized,  be  finn.  Afterwards,  in  his 
room  facing  away  from  the  street  over  darkening  }ards 
and  gables  and  foliage,  he  stood  gazing  at  the  chest  of 
man'^o  wood  that  held  the  dnvj,.  Edward  Dunsack  un- 
locked and  liftod  the  lid.  On  the  tray  before  him  wc/e 
twenty  bails,  e;u  h  the  si.^e  of  his  two  fists,  wrapjjed  in  a 
hard  skin  of  poppy  leave.:.,  and  there  was  a  similar  num- 
ber underneath.  It  was  obvious  that  he  couldn't  carr)'  a 
trav  tiirough  the  house,  and  he  took  out  two  balls,  after 
which  be  seiured  the  rem;iinder. 

fie  walked  quickly  down  the  .stair  and  through  the  close 
turning  of  the  lower  hall  that  led  through  a  side  door  to 
the  y:-  -d.  A  pale  rectangle  of  lamplight  fell  from  the  sitting 
room  window  over  a  brisk  path  and  ground  tramped  bare 
of  grass;  a  clinking  of  dishes  so- vied  in  Uie  kitchen.  The 
sod  was  damp,  and  pc.haps  ei  feet  below  ihe  wooden 
buttress  of  the  land  the  water  snowed  imnenetrably  black. 
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Safely  there  he  iia.-setl  ;i  teii-e  hand  over  a  hrnw  •sud- 
denly wet;  he  was  .shaking  as  if  in  the  grij)  of  a  thill. 
His  condition  needed  dra.stic  measures.  The  cold  heavy 
opium  gave  out  i.s  tantalizing  odor.  In  a  minute  it  would 
be  di.-posed  of  and  he  would  no  for  more.  He  calculated 
that  ihi-  iu'(  e>>itate(l  twenty  trijis  at  the  present  rate  —  a 
bag  might  seive  his  j)urpose  better.  He  raised  an  arm 
with  an  opium  ball,  but  his  hand  remained  suspended  in 
air.  An  inarticulate  protest  seized  him,  a  suffocating 
sense  of  impending  lo-s.  He  would  never  1k'  aMe  to  get 
Patna  opium  here;  it  was  a  vala:il  le  i^iedical  i)roj>erty. 
His  nerves  shook  at  the  thought  of  its  delights.  Then,  as 
if  without  his  volition  and  against  ever>'  intention,  his  arm 
described  a  short  arc  and  his  hand  was  empty.  There  was 
the  impact  of  a  solid  object  striking  the  water,  a  faint 
rijjple  on  the  motumless  expanse,  and  then  absolute  silence. 

He  was  agliast  at  his  wanton  act,  the  irreparable  waste 
of  a  precious  substance,  and  cursed  in  a  low  audible  Can- 
tonese. Whose  concern  was  it  if  he  did,  very  occasionally, 
smoke  a  "  [listol  ■'?  How  could  it  possibly  matter!  The 
dreams  about  a  great  foreign  commerce,  a  white  house  like 
the  Ammidons',  were  futile;  it  was  too  kite.  He  could 
expect  nothing  from  life  but  the  unspeakable  monotony  of 
his  father's  dwelling,  the  bare  ofi&ce.  He  had  worked 
hard,  been  i.s  full  of  splendid  early  resolutions  as  anyone, 
and  he  wasn't  blamable  if  chance  balked  his  ambition.  A 
soul  was  nothing  more  than  a  twisting  leaf  in  the  wind  of 
fate.  There  remained  only  to  take  what  escape  was  offered 
—  golden  visions,  luxury,  beauty  beyond  all  earth. 

His  contrary  determination  i  emcd  of  less  actuality  than 
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the  imagined  echoing  of  the  splash  that  still  hung  in  his 

lirain.  It  was  a  thing  far  away,  belonging  to  another 
tinu',  anothcT  man;  like  the  memory  of  a  period  of  charm- 
ing ignorance.  The  thought  of  it  wo'X'  a  -trand  of  mel- 
ancholy into  his  present  mature  realization  like  the  delicate 
scent  of  blossoming  trees  Lome  to  him  on  the  evening  air, 
barely  inneptible  and  then  lo  t  in  the  pungency  of  the 
opium.  riie  hitter  herame,  my-  tically,  all  Chin.!,  the  irre- 
sistible fa-cination  that  had  gradually  possessed  hi-  imag- 
ination, dulling  the  associations  of  his  heredity  and  l)irth, 
calling  him  further  and  further  into  its  secretive  heart. 

He  returned  to  his  room,  \v1i  -  ■  he  put  back  the  second 
IkiII  in  the  tray  of  its  chest.  A.:  extraordinary  weariness 
hung  over  him,  there  was  a  sense  of  leaden  weight  in  his 
arms  and  feet  Flashes  of  a  different  perception  pierced 
his  apathy;  a  voice,  seemingly  outside  his  being,  whis- 
pered of  danger,  evil  and  danger.  ...  A  twisting  leaf,  he 
*nld  himself  again  with  his  deep  fatali>m. 

The  memor>-  of  Gerrit  Ammidon's  crisp  blue  gaze,  his 
vigorous  gestures  and  speech,  becam.  an  intolerable  af- 
front, representing  the  far  lost  point  of  his  own  departure. 
His  contrary  feelings  met  and  grappled  in  hi  mind;  but 
in  the  end  the  iiast,  Salem,  was  ahva\x  defeate;',  weaker, 
more  faintly  perceived.  In  a  great  many  essentials,  he 
told  himself,  he  had  become  Chinese  in  s}Tnpaihy  and 
fiber. 

The  lamp  tlirc-  a  smooth  g^'am  o\er  the  mango  wood 
che-t,  and  lie  hent,  turning  the  key  in  the  oni:imental  i)ra.ss 
lock.  He  could  recon>ider  the  di-po-al  of  the  opium  to- 
morrow; there  was  no  hurrv;  he  had  no  intention  of 
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becMiiing  a  victim  to  the  drug.    That  would  be  an  incon- 

ceival>lc  stupidity,  the  negation  of  all  the  philosophy  he 
had  Liaincd.    \  ory  (xca-iniuilly  — 

His  thounlits  sv.uiig  to  the  surprising  fad  ol  Ammidon'.s 
Chinese  wile:  if,  as  he  hud  first  su.-iKciid,  she  were  a 
common  woman  of  the  port  who  had  made  a  fool  of  the 
dull  sailor  he  pertci\' d  llif  ini'kiii.u;  of  a  very  entertaining 
coi.iedy.  There  would  i)e  the  keenest  irony  in  expn^ir.r^ 
her  to  himself  before  the  couiplaeent  ignoraiite  of  her  hus- 
band. He  knew  such  women:  cc.ivitted  in  Chinese,  per- 
haps Ijefore  the  entire  Ammidon  family,  not  a  mu.scle  of 
her  face  would  betray  surprise  or  concern.  She  might 
try  to  murder  him,  very  i^<zeni<JU^]\■,  liut  never  descend  to 
the  intrigue,  the  lies,  of  a  Western  woman  placed  in  the 
same  position.  She'd  stoically  accept  the  situation. 
These  visions  ran  rapidly,  vividly,  through  his  brain;  he 
was  accustomed  to  them;  a  greater  part  of  his  waking  life 
was  fdled  with  such  picture-,  infinitely  more  alluring, 
persuasive,  than  the  tlisuppointing  actuality.  He  got  out 
of  his  clothes,  and,  in  a  loose  gown  of  black  silk,  sat  at 
his  open  window,  liis  chin  sunk  in  the  palm  of  a  hand, 
his  face  set  against  the  night. 

The  next  morning,  at  iln  breakfast  table,  he  listened 
with  a  Ikering  moiuh  to  his  father's  long  dogmatic  grace 
before  meat.  His  sister  sat  opposite  their  parent,  her 
gaze  lowered  in  a  perpetual  amazement,  her  entire  person 
stamped  with  a  stupid  humility.  There  was  nothing 
humble,  however,  in  Nettie;  the  cri-j)  Fremh  coloring  pos- 
itively crackled  with  an  electric  cnerLiy;  her  mouth  was  set 
in  a  rebellious  red  blot.  Studying  her,  Edward  Dunsack 
saw  that  she  was  prettier  than  he  had  first  realized  on 
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his  return  to  Salem.  lie  sfui  ul;;tfd  over  the  story  she 
had  told  him  yc'>ter<la}  ahuut  Gernt  Atnmidoii\  attach- 
ment. What  an  imredil;le  idit>t  their  father  hud  been: 
Edward  would  have  relished  Gerrit  as  a  brother-in-law; 
good  would  have  come  to  them  all  from  such  a  connection. 

If  he  had  been  in  Anicriia  at  the  time  no  such  error 
would  liave  bcrn  permitted.  With  his  counsel  Nettie 
would  iiave  caught  Anunidon  Ijeyoiul  any  e.-cape.  He 
wondered  if  the  girl  had  actually  cared  for  the  ^hil)mas- 
ter  or  if  the  affair  had  Ijeen  nothing  more  than  a  sop  to 
her  wounded  pride  and  isolation.  In  a  way  beyond  his 
present  understanding  this  seemed  to  be  considerably  im- 
portant. If  she  had  loved  him  no  one  could  predict  what 
her  attitude  might  be  in  any  future  development  of  their 
contact;  but  if  her  pride  only  had  been  involved,  injured, 
she  might  readily  be  an  instrument  for  his  own  obscure 
purposes. 

The  office  wliere  Karzil  Dun.-ack  conducted  the  limited 
affairs  of  his  West  India  trading  was  a  small  one-room 
building  back  of  the  dwelling.  There  was  a  high  desk  at 
which  a  clerk  stood,  or  balanced  on  a  long-legged  stool, 
a  more  formal  secretary  against  the  length  of  the  wall,  with 
a  careful  model  of  a  full  .-hip,  the  s[)ars  and  standing 
rigging  ;5lack  and  the  whole  gray  with  dust,  a  built-in 
cupboard  opposite,  a  dilipidated  chair  or  so  and  a  ten- 
plate  iron  stove  for  wood.  A  window  looked  out  across 
the  grass  to  the  harbor  and  another  opened  blankly  against 
a  board  fence. 

There  Edward  Dunsack  made  a  column  of  entries  in  a 
script  fine  and  regular  but  occasionally  showing  an  un- 
controllably tremulous  line.    He  was  conscious  of  this 
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UrulorK  V,  growing  through  the  pa^t  yi'ar:  and  he  Mjrvcwfl 
his  writiiii;  with  a  i'cciin^  of  angr}  (.li>ii.a_v.  I  ry  as  lu 
mij;ht,  with  a  frowning  concentration,  to  pen  the  words 
and  numerals  firmly,  presenMy  hi.>  attention  would  slip, 
his  hand  waver  ever  so  slightly,  and  a  udden  stricken 
appearance  of  old  a^e  fasten  on  tht'  iliaracters.  .  .  .  Ky 
heaven,  to-ni,L;ht  he'd  throw  all  that  stinking  stuff  away! 

Outside  the  day  was  immaculate,  the  expanse  of  the 
water  was  like  celestial  silk,  such  sails  as  he  saw  resem- 
Med  white  clouds.  The  early  morning  bird  song  had  suIj- 
sided,  l)Ut  a  per>i-tcnt  robin  was  whi>tling  from  the  grass 
l)y  the  open  door.  The  curd-like  petals  of  a  magnolia 
were  slowly  shifting  olilinuely  to  the  ground,  he  could  hear 
the  stir  of  Derby  Street.  He  was  inexpressibly  weary  of 
the  struggle  always  racking  his  being:  it  seemed  to  iiim 
that  in  the  midst  of  a  rene  world  he  was  tormented  by 
some  inimicable  and  fatal  power. 

He  fastened  his  thoughts  on  commonplace  luippier  ob- 
jects, on  the  page  under  his  hand,  the  entries  of  Medford 
rura  and  sugar  cane  and  niohi'^ses,  and  the  infinite1\'  larger 
affairs  of  .\innii(lnn,  .Ainmiiioii  and  Salton-tMiu'.  'J'liere 
was  no  reason  why  he  shouldn't  call  on  Jeremy  Ammidon's 
family.  The  latter  had  signified  by  his  visit  the  desire 
to  end  the  misunderstanding  between  them.  He  was  as 
well  born  as  Gerrit  Ammidon:  only  dl  t banco  had  made 
them  seem  differ-^ntly  situated.  .-Vn>how,  unlike  ("anion, 
mere  exterior  position  had  comparatively  little  weight  in 
Salem.  The  shipmasters,  the  more  important  merchants, 
arrogated  a  certain  superiority  to  themselves:  but  it  broke 
down  before  the  inborn  denvKr.K  V  of  the  loc;d  spirit. 

That  afternoon,  he  decided,  he'd  be  in  Pleasant  Street; 
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and  Inter  lie  dressed  with  tlic  mo  t  mctirulou-'.  care.  A 
gruwiiiL,'  ddul.it  H-i/A'd  liiiii  ii.-  ni-iiiit'  l  ihc  tii,t-ide  '-tips 
of  tlic  Aininiduii>'  iinpre- -isi.  Ikju-c;  liut  lie  <ru.-licd  it 
down  and  finnly  rapped  with  the  polished  knocker  on  the 
opened  door. 

'I  he  liiinily,  a  servant  (old  him,  was  in.  tlie  ijardrn;  and 
he  follouid  tlirMU.'li  a  l.irije  white  ] i.in^  lid  h.di  into  a 
forni.il  druwin;_;~ruoni  and  !:;ieen  .-jiuc  lnAund.  He  was 
again  uncertain  Ijefore  the  number  oi  i  co],k  grouped  about 
.1  -uinnuThouse  and  apparently  watching  his  approach 
with  (old  >urpri-e.  But  Gerrit  Amniidmi  .-ivppfd  forward 
and  L:r((  ted  him  with  an  i  ili  .jUati  !y  level  u'\!litv. 

'•  Vuu  know  my  fatlu  r.  "  he  .saivl,  and  Jeremy  Ammidon, 
his  heavy  body  in  linen  al)ove  which  hi.s  face  was  dusky, 
1  ut  nut  an  abrupt  hand.  There  was  a  Mr.  Brevard,  a 
slender  uneoneerned  person  in  very  f.i-hionable  but  re- 
strained (l()tlH\  ;  V  'Hi  ini  .Ammidon "s  wife,  a  larLre  woman 
in  India  mudin,  handsome  enough,  Kdward  13uiisaek 
conceded,  in  the  obvious  American  sense;  a  daughter  of 
William's,  a  girl  blooming  into  womanhood,  far  too  vigor- 
ous and  brightly  colored  for  his  taste;  and  Gerrit'.^  wife. 

The  latter  had  been  hidden  from  liim  ;;t  fir.-t.  and  he  saw 
her  suddenly,  completely:  his  sur{)ri.^e  caused  him  to  stand 
in  an  awkward  suspen.-^e  —  never  had  he  imagined  that  a 
woman,  even  a  Manchu,  could  be  so  beautiful !  He  recog- 
ni.  ed,  in  a  score  of  unmi^takal)le  details,  that  she  was  of 
irrej)roachah]y  hi;Ji  birth;  h.er  -atin^  were  embroidered 
vvitli  the  symbols  of  nobility  and  matrimonial  felicitv;  the 
gold  fingernail  guards,  the  jade  and  flowering  {)earls,  her 
earrings  and  tasscled  tobacco  pouch  and  ivory  fan,  were 
all  in  the  most  superlative  manner. 
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A  detp  pleasurable  ixt  itt-ment  filled  him  as  he  made 
hit  greeting  in  correct  Chinese.  The  long  delicate  oval  of 
her  face  showed  no  emotion  at  the  sound  of  her  native 
q)eech  and  she  returned  his  periods  in  a  slowly  chosen  me- 
chanical English.  Edward  Dunsack  tliouglit  that  as  he 
spoke  an  cxpn^^j-ion  of  disf  i'^to  stamptd  Gerrit's  features. 
However,  he  was  left  in  no  doubt:  "My  wife,"  the  other 
instructed  him,  "  prefers  to  speak  English.  That  is  the 
only  way  she  has  of  picking  it  up." 

A  contempt  fnied  Dunsack  which  he  was  barely  able  to 
keep  from  his  voice  and  manner.  He  nodded  shortly,  and 
subsided  into  a  study  of  Taou  Vuen  so  open  that  she  must 
have  become  aware  of  his  interest.  Seated  on  the  bench 
that  circled  the  interior  of  the  latticed  summerhouse  die 
moved  so  that  he  could  no  longer  see  her  face.  Brevard 
was  beside  hL-r,  talking  in  a  low  amused  voice:  there  was 
a  ringing  peal  of  laughter  from  Sidsall  Ammidon  and  a 
faint  infinitely  well-bred  ripple  from  Taou  Yuen.  The 
brilliant  patch  of  her  gown  made  an  extraordinary  effect 
in  the  Salem  garden.  Edward  Dunsack  recognized  the 
scents  that  stirred  from  her,  more  Ea.stcrn  and  disturbing 
even  than  opium:  there  was  a  subtle  natural  odor  of 
musk,  the  perfumes  of  henna  and  clove  blossoms  and 
santal. 

A  curious  double  feeling  possessed  him  in  the  split  con- 
sciousness of  whLh  he  was  c  ipabli;  —  he  had  the  sensa- 
tion of  having  conio,  in  the  L-uave  afternoon  garde  on 
overwhelming  disaster,  and  at  the  same  time  he  wa 
raged  by  the  play  ci  '^aie  that  had  given  such  a  worn  ;  to 
Gerrit  .'Ammidon  ix:  acnied  him,  with  his  special  appre- 
ciation of  Oriental  charm,  the  slightest  satisfaction.  A 
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more  general  hatred  of  Gerrit  tightened  to  a  omsuming  re- 

sentrnt-nt  of  t!ir  otlur's  blind  fortune. 

One  Xhw.^  \va.-<  uiinii-takably  borne  upon  him  —  in  spite 
of  tlic  courtesy  he  wa.-  meeting  it  was  clear  that  he  could 
not  hope  to  become  a  custc»nary  \isitor  at  the  Ammidons'. 
He  was  put  definitely  outside  the  community  of  interests 
in  whiih  Brevard  easily  entered.  William  Ammidon 
joined  them,  and  something  like  a^tonishment  at  Dun- 
sack's  presence  was  visiljlc  on  his  complacent  face. 

He  remained,  however,  in  a  stubborn  resistance  to  small 
adverse  signs  in  the  hope  of  gaining  some  additio'-  '  'a':ts 
about  Taou  Yuen.  She  had  Inrn,  he  learner'  •  ^ow 
and  Gerrit  had  married  her  with  her  i  .n-law's 
consent  although  the  latter  was  a  rich  official.  '  'e  wanted 
to  ask  a  thousand  questions,  but  he  knew  that  even  if  the 
Ammidons  were  too  dense  to  grasj)  his  curiosity,  Taou 
Yuen  herself  would  comj>rehend  his  impoliteness.  No- 
where else  could  be  found  the  wisdom  and  poise  of  a  Man- 
chu  lady. 

Jeremy  Ammidon,  in  a  lawn  chair,  a  smoking  cheroot 

in  his  fngers,  asked  him  about  affairs  of  Chmese  gov- 
ernment ai  '  commen  e.  As  the  old  man  talked  he  f'ushed 
darkly  witn  quick  indignation.  "  The  English  have  made 
our  political  diplomats  look  like  stuffed  gulls!  "  he  de- 
clared. "  Look  at  their  Orders  in  Council  and  the  British 
Prize  Courts,"  he  proceeded,  waving  his  cheroot;  "stop 
an  American  vessel  annvhere  and  pretend  to  find  a  desert- 
ing English  sailor.  With  the  Treaty  of  Ghent  and  cod- 
headed  commissioners  and  a  Congress  that  wouldn't  know 
a  ship  from  a  bread  barge  the  country's  going  to  hell  on 
greased  ways!    I've  said  it  a  thousand  times  and  any  man 
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not  a  complete  a,  s  knuw  s  that  you  can't  run  a  government 
without  u  -troll;;  h^ad.    L(Kol(x  o.--,"'  he  mattered. 

Edward  lJuii.>aik  hstciied  to  tirade  w'.ib  an  air  of 
pohle  allention  which  hid  completely  the  fact  that  he 
heard  or  comprehended  scarcely  a  word.  His  thoughts 
were  I'lll^d  hy  I'lc  fra;irant  vi-ion  of  Taou  Yuen;  already 
he  wa>  c!ii  |>  iit  ihc  prtjhli-m  of  lunv  to  see  her  again,  to- 
morrow. It  would  be  e\te.-.--ivcly  difficult.  Eastern 
women  never,  if  they  could  avoid  it,  walked;  and  they 
wiTe,  he  knew,  entirely  without  the  necessity  that  drove 
the  women  of  Salem  into  a  i oaj-ele.ss  round  of  calling  and 
gossip.  It  was  i)r()l)al)le  lliat.  cxn  pt  to  ride,  she  wouldn't 
leave  the  house  and  grounds.  He  cursed  the  chance  quar- 
rel that  had  set  a  customary  void  between  the  houses  of 
Dunsack  and  Ammidon,  the  unfortunate  affair  of  his  sis*er 
and  N'ollar  inescaji  iLly  adtling  to  the  permanency  of  the 
jiK'  u  h;  he  [i  iitic  ul.u'ly  l  ur-ed  Neitio.  There,  however, 
hi^,  mind  took  up  the  twi.-ted  thread  of  the  vague  possiljil- 
ity  that  the  latter  might  be  u.seful  to  him:  he  was  amazed 
at  the  way  in  which  his  premonitions  fitted  into  the  pat- 
tern of  situations  \et  to  be  materialized. 

Edward  I)un>ack  turn(d  from  his  contemplation  of 
Taou  VucA  to  a  careful  consideration  of  Gerrit  Ammidon. 
The  latter  had  a  countenance  which  showed  strong,  easily 
summoned  emotions.  It  was  an  intolerant  face,  Dunsack. 
judged,  and  yet  sentimental;  and  it  was  surprisingly  young, 
guileless.  .\t  the  --ame  ti'iie  it  w  i>  unusually  determined 
—  an  affair  of  uncomplicated  surfaces,  direct  gaze,  marked 
bone. 

He  questioned  sharply,  irrital  lv,  the  length  to  which  his 
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projections  had  roiuhed.  What  were  they  all  about? 
The  ausvver  wa>  |)rc--iiiic<l  1a  ilic  i^luicriiiL,'  figure  of  '.he 
Manchu;  the  had  n^cii  and  \va6  ^taiidiiiu;  in  liic  ciitraiice 
of  the  suramerhoujie.  He  thought,  with  a  jcrkini^  pulse,  of 
Oriental  similes;  she  was  a  lotus-woman,  a  green  slip  of 
willow,  an  aaihrosial  moon,  a  mu.-tard  tlowcr.  Her  teeth 
were  white  hud-,  her  l)rea>t>  Llanehed  ahnonds. 

His  entire  Ute  in  China  had  Ijeen  a  preparation  for  the 
realization  of  the  present  moment.  The  sense  of  danger, 
of  anger  at  Gerrit  Ammidon,  perished  before  the  supreme 
emotion  called  up  by  Taou  Yuen.  He  wanted  to  embrace 
her  satiii->liod  feet,  to  cl'ng  to  her  oJorou-  hands,  su(  h 
hands  as  were  never  formed  out  of  China,  like  petals  of 
coral.  Not  only  her  bodily  charm  intoxicated  him,  but 
the  thought  of  her  subtle  mind  added  its  attraction,  its 
shadows  never  to  be  f)ierced  by  tlie  blunted  W'e.-tern  in- 
stinct, the  knowledtie  of  pleasures  like  [x  rfunie-,  t!ie  cahn 
blend  of  the  eight  diagrams  of  Confucius,  the  stoicism  of 
the  Buddhistic  soul  revolving  perpetually  in  the  urn  of 
Fate,  and  of  the  aloof  Tao  of  Lao-t/.e. 

Brevard  left  with  an  eayy  familiarity,  alread}'  planning 
a  return,  that  filled  Edward  Dun-aek  with  re-entful  envy. 
The  sun  had  di.';a()peared  beiiind  the  house;  long  cool 
shadows  swept  down  the  garden ;  it  was  past  time  for  him 
to  go.  A  reluctance  to  move  from  the  m;igic  of  Taou  Yuen 
pos.sos-ed  him:  he  was  unable  to  think  how,  when,  h; 
would  ne.xt  see  her.  He  raged  at  the  prohibition  against 
speaking  Chinese;  that  ability  should  give  him  an  over 
whelming  advantage  of  Gerrit  Ammidon.  This  was,  of 
course,  the  reason  that  he  li  d  been  virtually  commanded 
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to  limit  himself  to  English.  Many  of  the  forms  of  ex- 
treme Chinese  courtes}'  were  impossible  to  express  in  an- 
other language. 

Finally  he  rose;  in  departing  he  emphasized  the  im- 
portance of  Jeremy  Araraidon  —  Taou  Yuen  should  recog- 
nize and  applaud  that.  He  saw  that  she  was  watching 
him  obliquely,  her  lips  in  repose,  her  hands  still  among 
the  satin  draperies.  An  American  would  have  betrayed 
something  of  her  reaction  to  him,  he  could  have  discov- 
ered a  trace,  an  indicition,  of  her  thoughts;  but  the  Man- 
chu's  face  wa^  as  inscrutable  as  I'on  rlain.  William  Am- 
midon  nodded,  the  old  man  responded  to  his  leave- 
taking  with  a  degree  of  warraness,  Gerrit  at  least  smiled 
in  a  not  unfriendly  manner.  Edward  Dunsack  bowed 
to  Taou  Yuen,  and  >hc  gravely  inclined  her  head.  He 
had  a  last  glimpse  of  her  glowing  in  '  e  green  light  of 
the  inclosure  of  rosebushes  and  poplars,  emerald  sod  and 
tangled  lilac  trees. 

At  the  supper  table  his  sister's  appearance  in  s(Hnber 
untidy  black  barege,  Nettie's  unrestrained  gestures  and 
speech,  the  coarse  red  cloth  and  plain  boiled  fare,  all  added 
to  a  discontent  that  he  could  scarcely  restrain.  With  the 
utmost  discrimination  in  delicate  shades  of  beauty  and 
luxury  he  was  yet  condemned  to  spend  his  days  in  sur- 
roundings hardly  raised  above  poverty-stricken  squalor. 
Incongruous  as  it  was  he  could  yet  imagine  Taou  Yuen 
moving  with  a  certain  appropriateness  about  the  Ammi- 
dons'  spacious  grounds  and  house;  but  he  was  absolutely 
unable  to  picture  her  here,  on  Hardy  Street. 

All  tiie  vivid  .scenes  that  continually  formed  and  shifted 
in  his  mind  gathered  about  Gerrit  Ammidon's  wife.  He 
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used  this  phrase  in  a  contemptuously  satirical  manner:  it 
was  impossible  for  Ammidon  actually  to  raarr}'  a  Manchu. 
Such  racial  mating,  he  told  himself,  could  not  be  consum- 
mated; there  were  too  many  deep  antipathies  of  flesh  and 
spirit;  the  man  was  too  —  too  stupidly  normal.  Sooner 
or  later  he  would  swing  back  to  his  own.  With  him, 
Edward  Dunsack,  it  was  diiferent;  he  always  had  an  inner 
kinship  with  China;  at  first  sight  its  streets  and  sounds, 
odors  and  ways,  had  seemed  familiar,  admirable. 

The  realization  of  this,  when  his  place  with  Heard  and 
Conij)any  (  ollapsed,  had  sent  him  back  to  America,  in  a 
strange  dread.  He  remembered  how  the  vague  fear  had 
followed  him  to  Derby  Wharf.  Now  he  laughed  at  it, 
welcoming  every  Chinese  instinct  he  had.  They  seemed  to 
throw  a  bridge  across  enormous  difficulties,  bringing  him 
finally  to  Taou  Yuen. 

He  lingered  at  the  table  after  supper,  h\>  head  sunk  on 
his  chest,  revolving  the  various  aspects  of  his  position. 
One  thing  was  definite  —  he  must  have  Taou  Yuen;  it 
was  unthinkable  that  she  should  continue  with  Gerrit  Am- 
midon. It  needed  skillful  planning,  tortuous  execution, 
but  in  the  end  he'd  get  his  desire.  He  had  no  doubt  of 
that  It  vas  necessary.  If  she  opposed  him  she  would 
discover  that  he,  too,  could  be  subtle,  Oriental,  yes  —  dan- 
gerous. None  of  the  stupid  inhibitions  that,  for  example, 
bound  his  father  interfered  with  the  free  exercise  of  his 
personal  wishes.    He  was  beyond  primitive  morality. 

An  ecstasy  of  contemplation  ravished  his  senses. 

"  Goodness,  Uncle  Edward,"  Nettie  exclaimed,  "  you 
scared  me,  you  looked  so  like  a  Chinee  " 

"  There  are  no  such  people,"  he  retorted  sharply,  ezai- 
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IxTutrd  in-  ihi;  vuli^  ir  error.  She  wa.s  undi.-mayed;  and 
when,  in  reply  to  the  (lucstion,  .she  learned  that  he  had  l)een 
at  the  Amjnidons'  her  surprise  ijicrea.sed  hi.s  irritation. 
He  saw  from  her  maiiiu  r  tin  t  \u>  eallinj,'  there  had  been 
at  lea.>t  une\j).H  trd.  .W  ttie  interrupted  tlie  Jjreparation 
of  the  tai)le  for  breakfast,  and  drojjped  into  a  chair  heyond 
him,  her  hands  —  tlie  sleeves  were  rolled  back  to  her  el- 
bows—  d  isped  before  her. 

"  You  must  tell  me  everythini:;'  she  declared  easily. 
"  What  is  :-lio  like?  Do  they  -eein  hapjn  ?  Did  he  liold 
her  hand?    Do  Chinese  women  ki>s  ?    I>  she  tall  or  

"  I  can't  remember  a  question  out  of  your  rattle,"  he 
interrupted  her.  II  was  aljout  to  give  expre.ssion  to  his 
admiration  for  T.-'u  Yuen,  when  he  stopped,  with  tight 
Jips.  Here,  perhai,.,  was  the  lever  by  which  so  much  was 
to  be  shifted. 

"  She's  Chinese,"  he  said  indifferently,  "  and  that  means 
yellow."  Nettie  made  a  gesture  of  distaste.  "They 
seem  to  i;et  along  well  enough.  Of  course,  it's  ridiculous 
to  call  it  a  marriage,  and  it  seems  to  me  very  (jue^tionable 
to  impose  it  on  tlio  Amraidons  as  that,  i  he  thing  is  — 
how  long  will  it  last,  how  soon  will  he  get  tired  of  her 
and  send  her  hack  to  Canton  ?  " 

Nettie  \'ollar  closed  her  eyes,  her  huul>  were  rigid. 
The  lampligiit,  streaming  up  over  her  face,  showed  him 
that  it  was  tense  and  pale  and  answered  a  question.  Her 
feeling  for  Gerrit  Ammidon  had  been  more  than  a  mere 
hurt  pride.  In  addition  to  that  he  saw  bcNond  anv  doubt 
the  proof  of  its  existence  .-till.  Tliis  complicated  hi-  prob- 
»  lem:  inspired  only  by  a  re-entment  that  he  might  fan  into 
hatred  she  would  be  far  more  pliable  than  in  the  grip  of 
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a  genuine  affection  for  Gcrrit  Ammidoii.  He  und^r^^tood 
tlio  procc.-.-cs  of  the  former,  a  llexibU-  and  u>eful  steel;  but 
no  one  could  i)redict  the  vagaries,  the  absurd  self-sacrifices, 
of  love.  Well,  he'd  have  to  work  with  what  offered. 
That,  he  realized,  was  the  .strength  of  his  j)hilosophy  — 
lie  actcjited  prom()tly,  without  vain  regret,  the  means  that 
lay  at  his  hand. 

"  Ammidon  seems  worn,"  he  .said  generally;  "  they  were 
in  the  garden,  and  I  had  a  few  words  privately  with  him." 
Nettie  glanced  swialy  across  the  tai)le;  Irt  ]ip>  moved; 
but  she  rejjres.-ed  tlie  ohvious  (jut  -lion  trembling  on  them. 
"  He  showed,  I  think,"  he  continued  carefull) ,  "  a  very 
improper  interest  in  you." 

"How?" 

"He  ;isked  if  you  were  well  and  happy.  I  most  cer- 
tainl>  to!  :  him,  for  any  number  of  reasons,  for  pride  alone, 
that  you  were." 

"  Then  you  told  a  lie,"  she  cried  in  a  tone  so  hard  that 
it  surprised  him. 

"  Of  (ourse,"  he  went  on  smoothly,  "  I  know  that  you 
are  not,  almost  all  your  ( iri  um-tanccs  prohibit  that.  Hut 
I  don't  intend  to  circulate  it  in  Salem.  Opinion  here  may 
have  forced  you  into  a  long  loneliness,  but  I  shan't  give 
anyone  the  sati^fa.ction  of  knowing  it.  And,  after  all,  you 
have  your  grandfather  mo.-tly  to  blame.  "S'ou  would  have 
been  married  to  Gerrit  .-Xminidon  now  it  he  hadn't  inter- 
fered; you  would  have  been  walking  about  the  Ammidons' 
garden  with  your  hand  on  his  arm  in  place  of  that  Chinese 
prostitute." 

"  I  don't  see  why  you  -hould  make  me  <n  miseraiile,"  she 
declared.    "I  don't  care  anvthing  aijout  the  garden,  it 
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isn't  that.   Why  do  you  suppose  he  brought  such  a  w(»nan 

home." 

"  Pique,"  he  told  her;  "  he  couldn't  care  for  her  in  the 
way  he  might  for,  well  —  you.  As  I  said,  he'll  drop  her 
on  his  next  voyage  to  the  East;  he  will  leave  her  and 

probably  never  come  back  to  Salem  again.  I  hear  that 
Amraidon,  Ammidon  and  Salton.^^tonc  are  planning  a  new 
policy  —  bigger  .^^hips,  clippers  in  the  China  and  Cali- 
fornia trade;  and  that  means  removal  to  Boston.  Their 
facilities  here  are  no  longer  suitable." 

She  moved,  her  chin  fell  upon  her  hands,  propped  up 
with  her  elbows  on  the  table.  Aj)parently  Edward  Dun- 
sack  was  gazing  at  the  wall  beyond  her.  Her  breast  gave 
a  single  sharp  heave.  When  Nettie  looked  up  her  face 
was  flii-hed.  "  I  wish  that  I  were  really  a  bad  woman," 
she  spoke  in  a  low  vibrant  voice. 

"  What  is  bad  and  what  is  good  ?  "  He  still  seemed  to 
ignore  her,  considering  a  question  tliat  hud  no  personal 
bearing.  "  In  one  country  a  thing  is  thought  wrong  and 
in  another  it  is  the  highest  virtue.  In  one  age  this  or 
that  is  condemned,  when,  turn  the  calendar,  and  everyone 
is  praising  it."  He  became  onfidential,  the  image  of 
kindness.  "  I'll  tell  you  what  I  think  is  wicked,"  he 
pronounced,  leaning  toward  her,  "  and  that  is  the  way  you 
two  were  kept  apart;  unchristian  is  what  I  call  it." 

"  Gerrit  coesn't  '      "  she  said. 

"  How  dn  >  ou  kr  'he  demanded,  "  I  cannot  agree 
with  yoL  ±  don'*.  ■  i  great  deal  in  him  to  admire,  he 
is  too  simple  ana  ..*nsparent;  but  there's  no  doubt  of 
this,  he  is  faithful.  One  idea,  one  affection,  is  all  his  head 
will  hold." 
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"  That's  a  beautiful  trait."  A  palpable  wistfulness  set- 
tled over  her. 

"It's  greatly  admired,"  he  agreed;  "although  not  by 
me.  I  believe  in  taking  what  is  yours,  what  you  need, 
fron«  life.  I  suppose  that  I  have  been  away  from  propri- 
eties so  long  that  they  have  lost  their  importance.  They 
seem  to  me  of  no  greater  weight  than  barriers  of  straw. 
But,  of  course,  that  mightn't  suit  you;  probably,  living  in 
Salem  as  you  have,  its  opinion  is  valuable." 

"  Salem !  "  she  exclaimed  bitterly,  "  What  has  it  ever 
been  to  me  but  an  unfair  judgment?  T  owe  Salem  no  con- 
sideration; I  can't  see  that  I  owe  any  to  life," 

"  I  don't  want  to  insist  on  that,"  he  proceeded  deliber- 
ately. "  The  tragedy  of  your  position  is  that  married  to 
Ammidon  everything  in  the  past  would  have  been  over- 
looked, forgotten.  Even  now  — "  he  stopped  with  a  ges- 
ture indicating  the  presence  -till  of  large  possibilities. 

God,  what  a  vacillating  tool  the  girl  was!  He  could 
say  no  more  at  present,  and  he  rose,  leaving  the  room  with 
Nettie  staring  dully  across  the  table.  He  went  outside,  to 
the  grass  fronting  on  the  harbor.  Here,  last  night,  he 
had  thrown  the  opium  into  the  water.  It  seemed  to  him 
that  he  had  lived  through  a  complete  existence  since  then: 
the  presence  of  Taou  Yuen  had  created  a  new  world.  He 
thought  she  walked  to  him  through  the  gloom ;  he  saw  her 
.■^lender  body  grow  lirighter  as  she  approached;  he  heard 
her  speak  in  a  low  native  murmur;  their  hands  caught  in 
an  eager  tangle. 

He  put  aside,  momentarily,  the  problem  of  the  diffi- 
culties of  going  again  to  the  Ammidous'  for  an  easier  one 
—  the  bringing  of  Gerrit  .■Xmmidon  here.    He  was  confi- 
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dint  tiiat,  tJirown  togctlier  on  tho  >till  rim  of  the  wuter,  at 
evening,  the  emotion  born  Ix-'tween  his  niece  and  the  bhip- 
ma.ster  and  prematurely  choked  would  revive.  He  had 
no  means  of  knowing  Ammidon's  present  exact  feeling  for 

Xittic;  he  wi  counting  only  on  a  general  theory  of  men 
and  nature  at  large.  He  wa>  .  '.ready  convinted.  from 
very  wide  knowledge,  e.\i)crience,  tliat  the  other  could  not 
form  a  permanent  attachment  to  the  Manchu;  and  Nettie's 
grc:it  iliffi  rciue,  together  with  the  romance  of  her  unhappy 
po:-iiu)n,  nui-t  have  a  potent  i-fieit  on  the  fellow"--  evident 
^eminiciitaliiy.  A  dank  air  ro>e  from  the  water,  like  the 
.smell  of  death;  and,  with  an  uncontrollable  shiver,  he 
turned  Liack  toward  the  house. 

In  liis  mum  Edward  I)un-;uk  recalled  that  he  had 
])romi.-cd  liim-elf  to  throw  away  tlu-  remainder  of  the 
opium  on  this  and  sutceetlmg  nights.  In  view  of  that  his 
movements  were  inexplicable:  he  got  out  from  a  locked 
chest  the  yen  tsiang,  a  heav\'  tulje  of  dark  wood  inlaid 
with  silver  ideograms  and  diminutive  earthen  cup  at  one 
end.  Then  lie  [iroduce^'  -mall  bra^s  lamp.  I^ru^hes, 
long  needles,  and  a  met.  Taking  off  his  clothes, 

and  in  the  somber  black-  folds  of  the  silk  rolje,  he  made 
various  minutely  careful  i)reparations.  Finally,  extended 
on  hi.--  Ijed,  lie  (lii)[H(l  the  mil  of  the  rod  into  opium  the 
color  of  tar.  kejit  it  for  a  buhl  ding  nionn'nt  near  the  Ijlaze 
of  the  lamp,  and  then  crowded  the  drug  into  the  pipe. 
He  held  the  '  owl  to  the  flame  and  drew  in  a  long  deep 
inhalation.  .X  second  iol!<..\vrd  :.ii(l  the  pipe  was  empty. 
He  rej)eatc(l  ihi^  until  \w  had  -nin'k.d  a  m  uc 

A  vivacious  and  brilliant  state  of  Ia  ing  flooded  him; 
he  felt  capable  of  profoundlv  witty  conversation,  and 
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]aui,'Iic'(l  at  the  >()liTiin  ab.-urdiiK's  of  the  Ammidons,  at  his 
father  altuniiti;)L;  to  tall  down  a  ljle.->ini;  out  of  tiie 
empty  sky  upon  ihcir  food,  at  hi.s  M>ier'.-  luguhriou.-.  coun- 
tenance, tlie  diildibh  emotions  of  Nettie.  W  hat  a  non- 
sensical strutting  business  life  was. 

The  K  ifmes  of  his  room  were  lost  in  an  amber  radiance 
that  fillrd  all  -[>a(e;  it  \va-  at  once  a  li.L;ht  and  a  [KTiume 
and  ciiarged  with  a  t-cn.-e  of  impending  raj)ture.  A  spark- 
ling crimson  shafje  floated  down  from  infinite  skies  — 
Taou  Yuen.  She  wore  a  bridal  costume,  cuiiningly  em- 
broidiTcd  with  the  phoenix,  a  hood  of  thin  ,1,'old  plau,',  and 
a  hand  of  red  >ilk  ai)()ut  her  brow  bore  the  ei^ht  t.ipper 
figures  of  tlie  beings  who  are  immortal.  Her  hair  was 
ornamented  by  the  pure  green  jade  jjins  of  summer,  her 
hanging  wrists  were  heavy  with  virgin  silver,  while  her 
face  was  like  the  desirous  August  moon  flushed  in  low 
vapors. 

He  raised  liis  bony  arms  —  the  wide  silk  .beeves  fall- 
ing back  —  his  emaciated  yellow  hands.  From  under  his 
dark  eyelids  there  was  a  glitter  of  vision  like  the  sheen 
on  mica  .  .  .  Taou  Yuen  tloatcd  nearer. 

Edward  Dun-^at  k  woke  suddenly,  at  the  darkest  el)b  of 
niglit,  and  started  hurriedly  to  his  feet.  A  sickening  ver- 
tigo, a  whirling  head,  sent  him  lurching  across  the  room. 
He  came  in  contact  with  a  chest  of  drawers,  and  clung  to 
it  witli  the  feeling  that  his  legs  were  .shriveling  beneath 
hini.  His  ronsciou^ne>s  slowly  returned,  and  with  it  a 
pain  like  ruthless  tearing  lingers  .searched  his  body.  The 
rectangle  of  the  open  window,  only  less  dark  than  the  room, 
promised  a  relief  from  the  strangled  cft'ort  of  his  breathing, 
and  he  fell  across  the  ledc;e,  lifting  his  face  to  a  starless 
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and  unstirring  heat  Waves  of  oanplete  physical  exhaus- 
tion passed  over  him.   An  utter  horror  fastened  on  his 

brain. 

"  Oh,  God,"  he  said,  with  numb  li{)S,  "  we  thank  Thee 
for  this,  Thy  daily  blessing—"  He  broke  off  with  an 
effort.  That  was  his  father  pronouncing  a  grace.  "  Oh 
God — "  he  said  again,  when  it  seemed  to  him  that  in  the 
darkness  he  saw  the  blank  placidity  of  a  nuddha  carved 
from  gray  stone.  Tears  ran  over  his  sunken  cheeks,  salt 
and  warm  like  blood. 
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THE  night  was  so  oppressive,  continuing  such 
an  unusually  sultry  [^riod  for  the  season,  that 
Sid.sall,  ordinarily  impervious  to  the  effects  of 
weather,  was  unable  to  sleep.  Although  the  door  between 
her  room  and  her  parents'  was  shut,  she  heard  her  father 
—  his  step,  at  once  quick  and  firm,  was  easily  recog- 
nizable—  moving  about  beyond.  Her  restlessness  in- 
creased and  she  got  up,  crossing  the  floor  to  the  window 
open  on  the  garden,  where  she  knelt,  the  thick  plait  of 
her  hair  across  her  cheek  and  shoulder,  with  her  arms 
propped  on  the  ledge.  The  depths  of  sky  were  hidden 
in  a  darkness  like  night  made  visible;  and,  in  place  of 
moving  air,  there  were  slow  waves  of  perfume,  now  from 
the  lilacs  and  now  from  the  opening  hed  ■  of  June  roses. 

Her  brain  was  filled  by  a  multitude  of  minor  images 
and  speculations,  but  fixed  at  their  back  was  the  pres- 
ence of  Roger  Brevard.  She  approved  of  him  absolutely. 
He  had  exactly  the  formal  manner  that  gave  her  a  pleas- 
ant sense  of  delicate  importance,  and  his  clothes  were 
beautiful,  a  sprig  of  rose  geranium  in  a  buttonhole  and 
his  gloves  and  boots  immaculate.  She  liked  rather  slight 
graceful  men,  she  thought,  with  the  quiet  voices  of  a 
polite  ancestry.  Naturally  Olive  Wibird  preferred  less 
restrained  companions,  although  Heaven  knew  that  Olive 
appeared  to  make  all  kinds  welcome.    Olive's  opinion 
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nf  Rn  n  r  Rrcv  ird  would  have  been  very  different  if  he 
liad  a.-ki'd  her  to  d  ime. 

Si.I^all  recalled  the  cju  idrille  he  had  Kd  lur  throu"h 
at  Lacv's  party;  he  had  lieen  a  perfect  fjartner,  at  once 
li'jlit  and  firm.  Ilr  Ii.u!  Imt  a  habitual  caller  at  Java 
li-  ad  lii'lon-  i')  it  iH(a-ion,  and  had  lonie  in  tin-  siiiie  iiiaii- 
iier  >iiice.  I  hat  is,  casually  viewed,  lii:>  \  i-it>  sei  ined 
the  .same;  but  in  reality  tln're  were  some  .-«mall  yet  sig- 
nificant differences.  They  were  all  held  in  bis  attitude  of 
the  afternoon  when  he  had  stayed  talking  exclusively  to 
her  on  the  -^teiv<. 

'>Iie  touldn  t  say  just  what  tiie  change  was;  wlun  -he 
attempted  to  extimine  it  her  thoughts  Ijecame  confused 
and  turned  to  a  hundreti  absurd  considerations,  such  as 

at  pre-ent  —  the  lovclim  -s  oi  ihv  night.  The  scents  of 
the  tlowirs  were  overwluiinini,'.  He  ;;ot  on,  too,  liclter 
tlian  ahno-^t  anyone  i'I>c  with  her  L'nde  Gerrit"..  Maiuliu 
wife.  She  had  watched  them  together  until  it  had  dawned 
on  her  that  the  two  had  some  important  qualities  in 
(ommon  -  thev  both  :ippcared  to  stand  a  little  aside 
iroiii  liie  uorid,  a-  it  tluy  w  re  .i;^'ai'\-t  \hc  v  . ,11  at  a 
cotillion.  She  thought  this  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  it 
was  precisely  what  Roger  Brevard  never  did;  it  was  true 
in  the  mxsterinu-;  way  of  so  much  now  that  came  from 
ideas  over  wlii- h        liad  no  control. 

The  -abject  ot  I'nJe  (lerrit  -  wife  —  A\c  had  not  \et 
iKcn  told  or  deei<led  for  IjerMlf  wlial  to  call  her  —  was  in- 
exhaustibly enthralling.  But,  before  she  was  again  fairly 
launched  in  it,  she  pau.,cd  to  wonder  at  the  presence  of  the 
dreadful  ])un-a(  k  man  on  their  lawn.  His  hollow  vellow 
cheeks  and  staring  brown  ( \  es  which  somehow  made  her 
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tliink  of  pain,  !iis  rotle--.  liand>  and  spweh,  all  repelled 
her    violnitly.     1  auu   -  iauu    \ulii    liadii't    liked  him 
either:  when,  afu-r  iht-  longe.si  tinic,  he  liad  f^-oue,  she 
replied  to  a  short  comment  from  her,  bidsuU  laiiier: 
"  Rotten  wood  cannot  be  carved." 
Sonu-  one  el-*-  had  monlicjii  •(]  opium.    She  had  in- 
tended to  a^k  morr  partitulariv  al.out  tJiis,  hut  it  >lipped 
from  her  mmd.    Slie  rememkred  tliat  lier  ,^randlatilor 
made  one  of  his  familiar  exclamation-,  peppered  with  an 
appalling  word.    He  was  really  verj-  emlxirrassing,  and 
die  was  -kid  that  Ro^^ar  Brevard  had  left.    It  was  a 
liad  example  for  Laurel,  too.  who  eoj.ied  him,  and  only 
that  morning  .said  ".My  God"  to  .Mi-.s  Gom.^s.  Her 
mind  swung  back  to  the  consideration  of  the  Alanchu : 

The  latter  was  the  fact  upon  which  Camilla  was  so 
insistent,  that  in  this  ca  ;e  a  Man.  lui  was  a  noble,  ahnost 
a  princess.  Camilla  suffered  drv.ul fully  from  the  end- 
less questions  put  to  her  outride  tlicir  hou>e  about  L'ncle 
Gerrit's  wife.  She  had  more  than  once  wept  at  the  public 
blot  laid  on  them.  Laurel  was  frankly  inquisitive  and 
Janet  as  pu/./Mnii  usual. 

I  ho  clothes  of  course  were  cm  liantinc:.  the  richness  of 
the  materials  and  hand  embroidery  marvel'ous;  her  j-welry 
was  never  ending.  It  didn't  .seem  quite  like  clothing,  in 
the  sen-e  of  Ikt  own  tarlatan  and  crinoline,  her  waist 
wliiih  IhuUc  wouldn't  [)ropcrly  lace  ami  tulle  draping; 
tliere  wa.>  a  certain  resemblance  to  the  drc-.-in-r  in  y"n 
Amburgh's  circus;  but  —  in  spite  of  Camilla's  private 
laments  — every  inch  of  it  was  distinguished.  The  lay- 
or<  n'  paint  up^  t  tlu  m.  but  Uncle  Gerrit  had  explained,  a 
httle  impatiently,  tliat  it  vns     Manchu  custom,  adding 
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that  the  world  couldn't  be  all  measured  and  judged  by 

Salem. 

Sidsall  liked  her  rather  than  not,  she  decided;  and  de- 
termined to  make  an  effort  to  know  her  better.  3..e 
wanted  specially  to  discover  the  nature  of  the-  bor  i  tliiit 
held  one  to  the  other,  and  explore,  in  safety,  the  it. 'hs 
of  love.  She  could  not  help  feeling  that  her  -,  i"'- 
affair,  extriordinary  as  it  was,  must  tlirovv  light  on  the 
whole  complicated  business  of  marriage.  .  .  .  The  clock 
in  the  hall  scruck  an  indeterminate  half  hour,  it  ap- 
peared to  grow  lighter  outside,  and  there  was  a  twittering 
of  martins  from  the  stable?.  From  above  came  the  vigor- 
ous harsh  cawing  of  crows.  Suddenly  .sleepy  she  returned 
to  bed  and  almost  immediately  the  room  was  flooded  with 
sunlight. 

It  wa.s  an  accepted  fact  now  that  Taou  Yuen,  the 
Garden  of  Peaches,  stayed  in  her  room  until  long  after 
breakfast;  and  when  Sidsall,  rising  from  the  table,  found 
a  servant  taking  up  a  pot  of  hot  water  for  tea,  she  secured 
it  and  knocked  carefully  on  the  door  above.  The  .slurring 
he-itating  voice  said  "  Come  in,"  and  she  entered  with  a 
diffidence  covered  by  a  iheirfully  polite  morning  gn  it- 
ing.  She  found  the  other  in  crepe  de  Chine  pantaloons 
wrapped  tightly  about  her  ankles  and  bound  over  quilted 
muslin  socks  with  gay  brocaded  ribbons  and  a  short  float- 
ing gown  of  gray  silk  worked  with  willow  leaves.  Her 
hair  was  an  undisturbed  com[!lication  of  lustrous  black, 
gold  bodkins  ^nd  ilowcr>  massed  on  either  side;  and 
her  face,  without  paint  or  powder,  was  as  smooth  as  ivory 
and  the  color  of  very  pale  coffee  and  cream. 

Sidsall  saw  that  she  wa^^  at  her  toilet,  and  she  put 
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down  the  pot  of  steaming  water,  moving  toward  the  door; 
but  Taou  Yuen,  with  a  charmingly  shy  gesture,  begged 
her  to  >tay.  She  swiftly  drew  a  cup  of  tea  from  silvery 
leaves,  lillcd  and  lighted  the  minute  bowl  of  her  tobacco 
pipe,  deeply  inhaled  the  smoke;  then  returned  to  a  mirror. 

Fascinated,  Sidsall  followed  every  motion. 

Taou  Yuen  polished  her  face  sharply  with  a  hot  damp 
cloth  and  then  di[)ped  hvr  fingers  in  a  jar  that  held  a 
sticky  amber  substance.  "  Honey,"  she  said  briefly,  rub- 
bing it  into  her  cheeks  and  palms.  Next  she  attacked 
her  eyebrows,  and  .skillfully  wielding  a  thin  silk  cord 
left  arches  like  pencil  mar'  ings.  At  times  she  inter- 
rupted her  preparations  to  turn  to  Sidsall  with  a  little  smile 
so  engaging  that  the  girl  smiled  sympathetically  in  an- 
swer. There  were  a  gilt  paper  box  of  rice  powder,  with 
which  she  drenched  her  countenance,  leaves  of  carmine 
transferred  to  her  cheeks  with  a  wet  finger,  and  a  silver 
ix)t  of  rouge  from  which  she  coated  her  lips.  As  she 
gazed  api)rovingly  at  her  reflection  Sid:,all  said: 

"It's  very  beautiful." 

Her  eyes,  drawn  up  toward  her  temples,  shone  gayly; 

and,  close  to  Sidsall,  she  touched  the  latter  affectionately 
on  the  clieek.  The  cold  .^harp  contact  of  the  long  curv- 
ing finger  guard  gave  tlie  girl  an  unj)leasant  sho<k.  It 
seemed  lifqlees,  or  like  the  scratching  of  a  l^eetle.  Sud- 
denly the  woman's  glittering  gaze,  her  expressionless  face 
stiff  with  paint,  the  blaze  of  her  barbaric  colors,  filled 
Sid.-all  with  a  shrinking  that  was  almost  dread. 

She  was  even  more  oppressed  by  an  instinctive  feeling 
of  what  she  could  express  to  herself  only  as  cruelty  hidden 
under  the  other's  scented  embroidery.    At  the  same  time 
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her  curio-it\  jicrsisted,  conquered.  She  ■  is  unable,  how- 
to  think  of  any  po-.-ihle  manner  o\  introrku  int^  the 
new  subjat  of  her  inliTc^t,  In- c.  (nul  was  forced  to 
be  content  with  :m  incHfferent  oimiiHL! 

"  We  were  all  quite  surprised  when  Mr.  Dunsack  ailed 
yesterday,"  A\c  ^av\.  He  isn't  in  thr  le.ist  a  friend  of 
the  family.  Gran<li".itlu'r  wont  to  -ea  w  ith  liis  fatlier,  hut 
even  they  didn't  sptak  for  years  in  Salem.  Tiie  Dunsacks 
are  a  little  common." 

"  I  know,"  Taou  Yuen  replied.  "  Mr.  Dunsack  —  a 
long  time  in  Canton,  at  the  .American  agents.  China  is 
had  for  men  like  him.  Black  spirits  get  in  them  and 
the  ten  sins."' 

"  He  stared  at  you  in  the  rudest  way." 

"  He  never  saw  a  Manchu  ladv  before.  In  China  the 
dog  would  not  have  y)a-ed  by  tlie  first  gale.  Here  it 
is  nothing  to  be  a  Manihu  or  ;!n  ]ioiif)ral)!o  Vvife;  it  is 
all  like  the  tea  houses  and  rice  village-.  Men  walk 
up  to  you  with  bold  eye.s.  I  tell  Gerrit  and  he  laughs. 
I  .stay  in  the  room  and  he  brings  me  shan-.  fully  down. 
This  Mr.  Dunsack  (dmc^  and  the  wise  old  m  m;  t;  Iks  to 
him  like  a  son.  He  toudies  your  mother's  hand.  He 
sees  the  young  girls  like  wliite  candles." 

"We  wouldn't  let  him  really  bother  us"  Sid-all  ex- 
plained; "probably  if  he  comes  again  we'll  all  be  out." 

Taou  Yuen  mad''  a  comm^-nt  in  Chinese.  "  A  bad 
thouglit  is  a  secret  knife,"  ,-iie  (oiitinued;  "it  more 
dangerous  than  the  anger  of  the  P'mperor,  a  siekness  that 
kills  with  the  stink  of  bodies  already  dead." 

This  seemed  rather  absurd  to  Sidsall.  She  considered 
once  more  the  introduction  of  the  subject  of  her  new 
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concern;  but,  in  spite  of  Taou  Yuen's  extravagant  uppear- 
aiKc,  tlicrc  was  a  quality  of  being  which  made  impcssible 
any  blunt  inu':Tt\natioii.  She  luuj  a  drcidtdly  aloof  man- 
ner. Her  mother,  Sid-all  reco_L;ni/;ed,  and  the  older  women 
they  knew,  had  a  trace  ol  thi?;  but  in  the  Manchu  it 
was  carried  infinitely  further,  a  most  autocratic  disdain. 
Her  feeling  for  the  other  shifted  rapidly  from  attitude 
to  attitude. 

She  watched,  >he  was  certain,  the?e  same  sensati(>ii>  cdme 
over  her  Aunt  Caroline  Saltonstoiie,  Mrs.  Cliliord  and 
Mr.-i.  VVibird,  who  called  on  Gerrit  Ammidon's  wife  that 
afternoon.  i  h(  \  were  sitting  with  their  crinoline  wide- 
spread aL;  'iii-t  their  (hairs,  .uazin^  with  a  concerted  bat- 
tery of  curi(j-iiy  at  Taou  \'uen"s  -himmering  fiiairc  in  the 
drawing-room  .-creened  against  the  sun.  Mrs.  Wibird, 
Sidsall  thought  —  a  woman  of  fat  and  faded  prettiness, 
with  wine  red  .^j)lotches  beneath  her  eyes,  and  a  voice 
that  went  on  d  on  in  the  relating  of  various  petty 
emotional  disturbances  —  mu^t  have  re.-embled  Olive  as 
a  girl.  It  was  ;)robable,  then,  that  Olive  would  look 
like  her  mother  rthen  in  turn  she  was  middle-aged.  Mrs. 
Clifford,  unseasonably  huddled  in  her  perpetual  shawl, 
more  than  ever  -ugge-ted  a  haggard  mar!)le  in  somberlv 
rich  clothes.  Auui  Caroline  sat  with  (om[)l;'cent  hands 
and  loud  inattentive  speech.  Taou  Yuen  smiled  at  them 
placidly. 

"  Our  men,"  said  Mrs.  Clifford,  "  went  out  to  China 
iur  years.  It  ne\  er  0(  i  urred  to  them  howe'.  er  to  marry 
a  Chinese  woman;  but  I  dare  say  they  didn't  see  the 
right  sort." 

"  Most  of  the  captains  like  China,"  Taou  Yuen  said. 
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"  Thcv  are  so  far  away  from  their  families  — "  she  made  a 
brief  philosophical  gesture,  and  Madra  Clifford  studied 
her  with  a  narrowed  gaze.  "  It  would  be  the  same,"  she 
continued,  "  if  Chinamen  came  to  America."  Mrs.  Wi- 
bird  shuddered.  "  A  >elIow  skin,"  she  cried  impetuously; 
"  I  can't  bide  the  thought." 

"I'm  sure  we'd  be  tremendously  interested,"  Mrs. 
Saltonstone  hurriedly  put  in,  "  if  you'd  tell  us  about  xoar 
wedding.  A  Chinese  wedding  must  be  — be  very  gaj-, 
with  firecrackers  and — " 

"My  marriage  with  (^aptain  Aminidon  was  not  beauti- 
ful—I  was  a  widow  and  he  foreign.  The  Manchu 
wedding  is  very  nice.  First  there  is  the  engagement  cere- 
mony. I  sit  like  iiis,"  she  sank  gracefully  to  the  floor, 
cross-legged,  "  on  the  bed  with  my  e\es  shut,  and,  if  l' 
am  noble,  two  princesses  come  and  put  the  ju  yi,  it's  jade 
and  means  all  joy,  on  my  lap.  Two  little  silk  bags  hang 
from  the  buttons  of  my  gown  with  gold  corns,  and  two 
gold  rings  on  my  fingers  must  be  marked  with  Ta  hsi, 
that's  great  haj)i)iness." 

"  I'm  told  pol\gamy  is  an  active  practice,"  Mrs.  Wibird 
remarked  with  a  rising  interest. 
"Yes?"  Taou  Yuen  asked. 
"  One  man  —  a  lot  of  wives." 

"  The  Emperor  has  a  great  many  and  some  Manchus 
take  a  second  and  third.  You  think  that  is  wrong  here 
Who  knows!  The  Chinese  women  are  very  good"  \ery 
modest.  The  Four  Books  For  Girls  teach '  pe'rfect  sub- 
mission; the  five  virtues  are  benevolence,  righteousness, 
propriety,  wisdom,  sincerity.  Confucius  says,  •  The  root 
is  tilial  piety.' " 
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"  Very  admirable,"  Mrs.  VVibird  nodded,  agitating  the 

.small  d_\cd  o.-tricii  plumes  ti!)ped  witli  marabou  of  her 
bonnet;  but  it  was  clear  to  Sid>all  that  this  was  not  the 
revelation  for  whicli  she  had  hoped.  A  momentary  silence, 
the  edge  of  an  uneasiness,  enveloped  the  visitors. 

"  What  lovely  satins,"  Mrs.  Saltonstone  commented. 

"  IMease  —  I  have  a  box  full;  you  will  let  me  give  you 
some?  " 

"  Indeed  yes,  and  thank  you." 

Mrs.  Wibird,  growing  resentful,  said  that  a  cousin  of 
her  aunt  s  h  id  been  a  missionary  to  China,  "  and  did  a 
very  blc-^ed  work  too." 

Taou  Vuen  smoothly  agreed  that  it  was  quite  possible. 
"  Our  poor  have  a  great  many  wrong  and  lustful  ideas," 
she  acknowledged;  "they  tell  lies  and  beat  their  wives 
and  gamble.  The  higher  classes  too,  the  mandarins  and 
{)rinces,  use  the  people  for  their  own  security  and  rob 
them.  Sometimes  the  law  is  not  hone.-t,  and  a  man  with 
gold  gets  free  when  a  laborer  is  put  in  the  bamboo 
cage." 

Mrs.  Clifford  said  very  vigorously,  "Ha!  " 
The  silence  returned  intensified. 

"  I  remember,"  the  Manchu  went  on,  "  this  will  amuse 
you.  My  father-in-law,  who  was  in  the  Canton  Customs, 
told  me  that  some  boxes  of  Bibles  came  out  from  America, 
with  other  objects,  and  when  they  were  of)ened  at  the 
Mission  they  were  the  wrong  ones  and  filled  with  rum." 

There  was  not,  however,  any  marked  appreciation  of 
this  on  the  part  of  the  Salem  women.  They  rose  to  leave 
and  Taou  Yuen  sank  on  her  knee.  She  gazed  without 
a  trace  of  emotion  at  the  three  flooding  the  door  with 
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tlieir  IaHihI  -kirt-;.  '-They  are  tlic  same  cwrvwhere." 
she  told  llie  girl,  'l  lw  Later  niovnl  out  into  tlie  canluii. 
There  she  subconsciously  ijiiked  a  ro.-e  and  la.-tened  it 
in  her  hair;  her  thou.uhts  turned  to  K()i,'er  Brevard.  In 
his  place  her  Uncle  Gerrit  (  tnie  out  through  the  draw- 
ing-room window.  The  u:-ual  .-IkuIow  of  tiie  hou^e,  length- 
ening with  alternoon,  was  [)leasantly  enveloi)ing,  and 
they  walked  slowly  over  the  grass. 

"A  flower  in  your  hair,"  he  said,  "and  \>y  yourself. 
You  have  l.een  thinking  about  true  love."  She  blushed 
vividly  at  tliis  une.xpiHt-d  angle  on  her  mind  and  found 
it  iinpo.-sibje  to  meet  his  keen  blue  e\e>  '■  Love  mu-t  be 
a  remarkable  tiling."  She  raised  a  .-wiit  glance  to  his 
face  and  discovered  that  he  had  not  spoken  to  her  at  all, 
but,  hat  in  hand,  was  looking  away  with  an  expression 
of  aljstraition. 

"  I  mean  the  unreasonable  silly  divine  kind,"  lie  'Speci- 
fied, now  gazing  at  her  (lui/./Jtally,  as  if  lo.'.t  in  a  mood 
over  which  he  had  no  control;  "the  sort  that  is  as  long 
as  life  and  stronger.  It  is  entirely  different  and  ages  older 
than  the  rea.-^onable  logical  love,  all  pro[>er  and  suitable 
and  civili.'.ed;  or  the  love  tliat  i:^  the  re>ult  of  a  determina- 
tion, the  result  of  a  determination,"  he  repeateil,  frowning 
darkly  at  their  feet.  Sid.sall  held  her  breath,  thrilled  by 
the  wealth  of  what  she  had  heard,  fearful  of  diverting 
what  might  be  yet  revealed.  But  he  mowd  awa\-  abruptly, 
in  a  manner  that  enforced  solitude,  and  stood  a{)iiarentlv 
examining  the  rockery. 

Her  brain  rang  with  the  splendid  i)hrase,  "  Love  as 
long  as  life  and  stronger."  It  ^eemed  to  (l.irify  and 
state  so  much  of  her  latch  confused  being.    Hodie  art- 
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fully  drawn  into  tlic  con.sidoration  of  eurthly  affection,  was 
far  i.-s  >ati>rait()ry  than  Gcrrit  Ammidon.  She  dwelt 
on  ill.'  trca-uiv  hcyoiul  moth  or  ru-:,  h/.~t  in  an  ecstasy 
of  (untcmpialion  cxjiro.id  in  her  (  u-u.m.iry  c.\j)!o>ivc 
ainens.  At  the  saaie  lime  .-lie  admiltLd  iliat  luuer  unions 
were  blessed  of  God,  and  recommended  Sidsall  to  think 
on  "  a  man  who  !ias  seen  the  liulit  and  by  no  means  a 
sea  captain."  .Sidsall  replied  cuttingly,  "I  think  you 
must  forget  where  \ou  are." 

"I  forget  nothinj,',"  Hodie  stoutly  maintained;  "I'll 
witness  before  anvone."  She  settled  the  flounces  of 
Sid-air-  .-kirt  v.  itli  a  dJ't  hand. 

W  alking  toward  the  Saltonstones"  for  tea,  with  a  mul- 
berry silk  parasol  ca-tiiig  a  .'shifting  g1r)w  on  hi-r  exj.anse 
of  clear  madras,  Sijsall  wondered  at  the  sudden  change 
of  almost  all  her  interests  and  preoccupations.  It  was 
very  disturbing  —  she  f.ll  into  daydreams  that  carried 
her  fancy  away  on  a  search  th.U  wa>  a  longing,  a  soft  con- 
fu.-ion  (;f  o[icning  her  arm^  fo  mystery.  '1  hi;-  varied  with 
a  restless  melancholy;  th.  i  .^ecuritic-  of  her  life  were 
hidden  in  a  mist  of  uncertainty  in  which  her  conscious- 
ness was  ti-oul.l.d  |,y  nameless  pressures;  something 
within  her  held  almost  despcratelv  hack  from  further 
adventuring.    But  all  the  v-m-  „t  f;iM  in;.,tion  was 

drawing  her  on,  putting  a.-ide  the  curtain  for  her  better 
view. 

The  S.dtnn^tono-  dwc^lling  on  Chotnut  .Street  was  one 
I'-^ir  — :i  hirgv  solid   s<iu.  re  of  bri(  k  —  with  two 
identical  oval  white  porticoes  and  rows  of  windows  k(  )cd 
in  white  stone.    Within  the  staircase  swept  up  to  a  slen- 
der ijilhred  opening,  through  which  Lacv,  calmly  dress- 
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ing,  waved  a  deliberate  hand.  Mrs.  Saltonstone  was 
seated  by  the  tall  gilt  framed  mirror  on  a  low  marble 
stand  between  long  f.o  t  wmdows.  As  u^ual,"  she  said, 
in  connection  with  her  daughter,  "  Lat\  s  as  cool  as  a 
water  monkey;  gets  it  from  James;  they  wouldn't  hurry 
if — "  She  scan  lied  in  vain  for  an  expression  of  her  fam- 
ily's compo.-ure.  "  Xow  I  am  ;'n  impetuous  woman." 
She  promi)tly  e.\hibited  this  (juality  in  the  vi^or  with 
which  she  met  the  wrong  canister  of  tea  brought  by  a  serv- 
ant. She  didn't  intend  to  serve  Padre  Souchong  to  a  lot 
of  people  who  ai>ijarcntly  confused  afternoon  tea  with  an 
invitation  to  dinner. 

In  the  small  press  which  followed  Sidsall  stopped  in  the 
dining  room  with  Lacy  and  Olive  Wibird.  Olive  was 
still  discussing  men.  "He  sat  holding  my  hand  right 
on  that  bench  l>y  your  hedge,  Sid-all,  and  .-aid  tiiat  noth- 
ing could  keep  him  from  coming  Ijack  for  me,  but  he 
died  of  yellow  fever  in  Batavia."  She  left  in  the  com- 
pany of  a  beau  of  fifty  anyhow,  with  a  glistening  bald 
head,  a  silly  smirking  bow  and  flood  of  compliments. 
Lacy  moved  away  and  Sidsall  found  herself  facing  Roger 
Brevard. 

"  That  looks  remarkably  like  a  garden,"  he  said,  waving 
toward  an  open  door.  The  sun  had  become  obscured  in  a 
veil  of  cloud,  drooj)ing  until  it  almost  seemed  to  rest  on 
the  bright  green  foliage;  her  companion's  mood,  too,  was 
shadowed.  "  I  thought  you'd  be  here,"  he  added'  out- 
side, "  and  looked  for  you  at  once." 

"  There  was  something  special  you  wanted  to  say?  " 

"  My  dear  child."  he  replied.  "  can't  you  guess  how 
.Dsolutely  refreshing  you  are?    No,  I  have  nothing  spe- 
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cial.   But  you'll  soon  get  used  to  men  around  with  no 

more  reason  than  yourself." 

She  studied  this  seriously;  and,  as  its  complimentary 
intent  emerged,  a  corresponding  color  stained  her  cheeks. 
Her  gaze  rested  on  him  for  the  fleetest  moment  possible 
and,  to  her  surprise,  she  saw  that  he  was  frowning. 

"  I  (.amc  lu  re  just  to  see  you.  No,"  he  corrected  his 
period,  "  only  to  >ec  you."  His  manner  was  surprisingly 
abrupt  and  disconcerting.  "  I  can  quite  realize,"  he  went 
on,  "  that  I  shouldn't  say  any  of  this.  Yet,  on  the  other 
hand,  it  is  the  most  natural  thing  in  the  world.  I  have 
been  listening  to  the  conventional  babble  of  teas  and  cotil- 
lions for  so  long  that  you  are  IIk.^  a  breath  of  lost  youth. 
Certainly  that  is  appropriate.  I  think,"  he  told  her,  "  that 
you  are  the  youngest  thing  alive,"  Then  he  laughed,  "  So 
young  that  I  have  annoyed  you." 

"I  feel  a  great  deal  older  than  I  did,  well  —  last 
month,"  she  said. 

"That  is  a  tragedy."  She  felt  that  if  he  were  still 
amused  at  her  she  was  furious,  but  he  was  even  graver 
than  before.  "  To  tell  you  helps  hurry  the  charm  to 
an  end.  That  is  what  might  be  comf)lained  against  me. 
Yet  flowers  will  open,  you  know,  and  it  might  as  well  be 
in  an  honest  sun." 

"  I  don't  understand,"  she  admitted,  troubled. 

"  Why,  it  means.  Sidsall,  that  I  am  offering  you  an 
experienced  hand,  that  I'm  certain  I  can  do  you  more 
good  than  harm  — " 

"  That's  silly,"  she  interrupted.  "  If  you  mean  that 
we  might  be  friends,  really  confidential  friends,  it  would 
help  me  awfully.    But  then  it's  so  one-sided." 
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"  Voiril  liaw  to  ov.rloitk  ill  it."  lie  un>\vcTt.'(I ;  '•prob- 
ably all  tliat  1  (.an  ,-ivc  uju.  i-n'l  wortli  the 
smallest  of  your  feeling's.  I'tobably  you  won't  iiLed  nic 
for  an  in  tant.    Certainly  the  pleasure  will  he  niine." 

"  Vou  (li.liTt  uiukrM  n  !,  '  -lie  twM  him.  with  rjiirnitv; 
"  It  llie  utik-r  way  rouiui.  I  ;i"i  not  a  |iartiilc  interest- 
ing and  everyone  aj^nvs  tiial  liii  too  luv.llhy.  lUii  I 
can't  help  it  if  my  cluek.s  are  red  and  moliier  wun  t  let 
nie  have  junvder."  It  was  ol.viou>Iy  imjjo.-sibk-  to  ex- 
plain about  Htube  and  ihv  laiin:. 

"I  like  it,"  bv'  ill  i  trd.  "  1  !1  a.(lr,iit  ib::t  I  am  un- 
fashionable there.  1  tliink  w.'il  hit  on  a  great  deal  to 
share  privately.''  Ihere  was  a  faint  patter  amony  the 
leaves,  and  a  cold  drop  of  rain  fell  on  Sid.salFs  arm. 
Other-^  .-trurk  Ro;^er  iJrevard  Imt  he  loiitiiiued  without 
apjjarently  notitini,'  them.  "  V(,u  mu-t  uiider  tand  that 
I  am  entirely  at  your  .service.  Sometimes,  althou.nh  they 
won't  come  yet,  there  are  things  a  — a  friend  can  do 
better  than  one'.>  family.    You'll  ask  me,  Sidsall?" 

'■^c.-.'  -he  ,-aid  .-oKiniily.  More  rain  .-tiu.k  her;  .^he 
could  .-ee  it  now  plainly,  falling  between  them.  Roi^er 
Brevard's  face  u-as  dark,  the  frown  ^uil  >car!\ti  hi>  fore- 
head. Personally  she  was  happier  than  she  remembered 
ever  bein^'  before  and  she  wondered  at  his  severity  of 
bearini,'.  "  iJut  }-ou  niu4  go  in  at  once,"  he  critd,  sud- 
denly energetic,  his  familiar  self;  "  you  are  g -tting  wetter 
every  minute.'' 

The  clouds  dissolved  into  a  late  sunlight  that  streamed 
m  Innir  b;>rs  throu  ;!i  t!ie  canopies  of  elm.-  on  the  streets. 
From  her  win-lows  Sid-:;'.!!  -^aw  a  '.vor!,!  of  na.-him;  green- 
ery and  limpid  sky.    U-u  iilv'  wiien  >he  was  happy  she 
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snnj,'  unimportant  hits  of  liglil  sont,',  but  her  present  state 

u.ii  M-riou-  diul  Hi  .rtituKilf.  i  l:-.  iiiaLtcnnMi  iie  ques- 
tion-, 'ln'  ili.-turhiiii,'  \  i!.;U(.'  muod.-,  ui  lln-  p.ot  (lays  >omc- 
liuvv  iotni)iiKd  ami  took  uii  the  laiigil^L'  .-liapc  of  Ki)|^cr 
Brevard.  Her  curio.-it}'  about  love  was  resolved  into  a 
sudden  inner  shrinking  from  its  possibilities  and  raean- 
in^'. 

She  lu-t  ill  lur  alu()fiu'>-  from  'nundiiiK'  affairs: 

Taou  Wicn  in  w liiMicrin^  .-ilk,  lier  j^raudfalher's  rotund 
tones,  Laurel  and  Camilla  and  her  mother,  were  distant, 
immaterial.  In  the  evening  she  sat  on  the  front  steps,  a 
web  of  v.hite,  dreamily  intent  on  the  shimmering  sweep 
of  W.i-liiiiu'i^  n  S(|u.iri'.  After  a  little  she  was  joined  by 
Gerrit  Aminidon.  He  wore  linen  trousers  and  a  short 
blue  sea  juket;  and  the  wavering  delicately  lavender 
trail  of  smoke  from  his  cheroot  was  like  her  floating 
thoughts. 

'■  Alread) ,  ■  he  said,    I  am  full  of  getting  back  on  my 

ship." 

She  smiled  at  him  absently. 

"  The  land  doesn't  do  for  a  sailor,"  he  continued. 

'■  TIk'v  are  ahva\s  into  trouble  on  slicaw  I  can't  sav  why 
it  sIkhiM  b-  .-o  l  ut  it  i,>.  If  there's  not  oi;e  kind  there  i.-, 
anoiliLT;  rum  and  suJi  varni.-h  for  the  aijle  seaman,  and 
—  and  comiilications  for  a  ma.-ter.  I  suppose  that's  be- 
cau  e  there  ;ire  so  confounded  many  un.c.xpected  currents 
and  slant-  of  wind,  as  you  mli-ht  s.iy.  On  s!;i()ljoard 
everytliing  ])retty  much  i-  ilnrlai;  ;i  thing  will  Ije  fol- 
lowed more  or  less  by  a  fi.xed  (onse<iuence.  The  waves 
break  .so  and  so  on  coral  or  rocks  or  sand;  there  is  usually 
the  sun  for  an  observation;  a  ','ood  man  knows  his  ship, 
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how  many  points  she'll  hold  on  the  wind,  Iiow  a  cargo 
must  be  stowed,  when  to  take  in  the  light  cmvas.  Vou 
can  give  the  man  at  the  wheel  a  course  and  turn  in  or 
stay  on  deck  and  beat  your  way  through  hell.  It's 
exact,  you  know,  but  on  shore—"  he  made  a  hopeless 
gesture. 

"There  are  no  regulations,"  ho  ohsorved  ni(xx!ll\ ;  "or 
else  nobody  follows  them:  collisions  all  the  time,  siI«^.lIl^s 
and  derelicts  drifting  round,  awash  and  dismasted.  But 
they  are  everywhere.  Th  .t  fellow,  Edward  Dunsatk  — " 
he  stopped,  lost  in  spec  ul.itinn.  Tlu  n,  "  Hr  sccnis  harm- 
less enough,"  he  resumed,  "even  pitiful;  !>ut  he  sticks 
in  your  head.  I  wish  I'd  never  brought  his  damned  chest 
to  Salem.  A  fool  would  have  known  better,  ^'m  worse 
—  a  childish  fool.  A  derelict,"  he  said  again.  "  You 
are  smashini^  over  a  swell  at  twelve  knots  or  mop.',  every- 
thing spread,  when,  in  a  hollow,  there  it  is  sciuarely  across 
your  bow.  No  time  to  shift  the  wheel,  and  a  ship".-  ;iiiss- 
ing,  perhaps  in  a  hundred  fathOTi.  It  might  be  the 
best  -!iip  afloat,  the  best  master  and  stoutest  crew,  but  in 
a  minute  she'-  only  a  salty  tangle." 

He  laughed  uneasily  at  the  vividness  of  his  fancy. 
"  If  it's  hard  for  us  what  must  it  be  for  Taou  Yuen  ?  " 
he  demanded.  "Married  to  me!  Here!  That's  cour- 
aj?;e  for  you."  He  tramped  down  the  steps,  acros-;  Pleas- 
art  Stree',  with  his  l)are  head  sunk,  and  va'  -hed  info 
the  ob.-^curity  of  the  Square.  She  caught  a  last  glimn  r 
c:'  white  trousers,  a  faint  rapid  gleam  where  his  lighted 
cheroot  described  the  ar  of  a  passionate  gesture  on  the 
night. 

The  spring,  like  the  full  hwh  of  the  hedge  roses  in  the 
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Ammi  Jons'  garden,  passed  swiftly  into  early  sunuaer. 
The  liuwor..  .i-;aiii>t  the  house  .showed  gay  perennial 
colors,  Uie  stocks  ajid  larkspur  and  bnai)dragons  suc- 
ceeded the  retreating  flood  of  the  lilacs.    1  he  days  were 
still  yellow  pools  of  heal,  or  else  cooled  by  the  faintly 
salt  Ma  wind  drawin-  down  the  elras  and  chestnuts,  fol- 
lowed by  purplc-^rcen  rii.t^hts  of  moon]i,L^ht.    They  seemed 
to  Sidsall  to  liuld  everything  in  a  pause.    She  saw  less 
i  and  less  of  Taou  Yuen  who  now  scarcely  came  out  of  her 
room  t  xiopt  for  an  occasional  ride  in  the  barouche  with 
Mrs.  .Ammidon  or  a  contemplative  hour  in  the  garden, 
usually  at  (lii>k.    Apparently  content  with  the  elaborate 
rearrangement  of  her  headdress,  .she  sat  for  long  i)eriods, 
-azing  out  over  Washington  Square,  idle  except  for  the 
dar  tap  of  her  pipe  emptying  the  ashes  ot  the  minute 

Vet  Sidsair,-,  first  interest  m  her  had  almost  completely 
shifted  to  Gerrit  Ammidon.  He  evidently  preferred  her 
company  to  that  of  the  other  meml^ers  of  his  family,  and 
they  oftin  took  short  largely  silent  walks,  usually' down 
to  the  Salem  Marine  Railway  where  the  Nautilus  was 
undergoing  ref.airs  His  F)rotracted  silences  were  broken 
by  the  sudden  vehement  protests  against  the  generally 
muddled  aspect  of  affairs  or  longer  monologues  of  in- 
ner questioning  and  search.  He  almost  never  referred 
to  her  or  made  her  part  of  a  conversation ;  she  was  free 
to  dwell  on  her  own  emotions  while  he,  with  a  corrugated 
brow,  went  on  in  his  tortuous  and  solitary  course. 

On  an  afternoon  when  they  had  walked  to  the  foot  of 
Bng  rs  Street,  rid  were  gazing  out  over  the  tranquil  water 
of  Collins  Cove,  Gerrit  Ammidon  asked  abruptly 
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"Haw  you  ;-ecn  Xottic  VoUar  Lilcly?" 

Sid:n;ll  was  unuhlo  to  rcmoininr  exactly  when  that 
had  been.  She  rather  thought  she  had  caught  a  glimpse 
of  her  in  Lawrence  riacc  with  Ijook-  uiuKt  her  arm  which 
slie  was  prolx'.lily  taking  from  the  Atherueum  for  her 
graiullatii' T.  .\ii\on.\  >lie  tol'l  herself  privately,  could 
see  that  Nettie  Voll  ir  wouldn't  care  for  books. 

Something  had  occurred,  or  threatened  to  occur,  be- 
tween her  uiule  a.nd  Nettie;  va  it  it  wa.s  slie  had  never 
been  told;  but  >]ie  readi/ed  that  only  one  thing  could 
rea.lly  happen  buxwen  a  man  and  girl  —  they  must  have 
been  in  love.  In  the  interest  of  tliis  she  recalled  Nettie 
Vollar's  appearance,  but  was  unable  to  discover  any 
marked  attractions.  The  elder  had  a  good  figure,  rather 
full  for  her  nge,  raid  tondly  different  from  her  own  scjuare 
solidity.  Her  liair  was  coarse  and  carelessly  arranged, 
her  clothes  noticeaido  for  a  love  of  brightness  rather  than 
care  in  the  .spending  of  a  small  sum. 

Gerrit  Ammidon  had  the  strange-^t  tastes! 

He  was  standing  immobile,  looking  across  the  Cove 
as  if  he  were  on  a  cjuatler-deck  .searching  for  a  hidden 
land.  His  legs  were  slightly  spread,  firmly  planted  in 
a  manner  to  defeat  any  sudden  lurching.  She  grew  a  lit- 
tle ini[)a.tient  at  him  staring  like  a  block  *at  nothing  at  all; 
she  felt  older  tii  in  he.  superior  in  the  knowledge  of  life; 
he  seemed  hardly  more  than  an  absurd  hoy.  Sidsall  had 
a  desire  to  shake  him.  He  was  so  —  so  impracticable. 
"  Don't  you  think  we'd  better  be  going  ? ''  she  asked 
finally.    Gerrit   Ammidon   turned    and    followed  her 

C)I  jedii^iiHw 

There  were  lights  in  tba  rope  walk  on  Brigg=  Street; 
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through  a  window  she  could  see  a  man  pacing  down  the 
long  narrow  interior  laying  a  strand  of  hemp  from  the 
burden  on  his  shoulders.  It  made  her  shudder  to  think 
of  the  monotonous  passage  forward  and  back,  an  eternity 
of  slow-twisting  rope.  Yet  life  was  something  like  that 
—  she  took  the  happenings  of  each  day  and  wove  them 
into  a  strand  dark  and  I;right:  a  strand,  she  realized, 
that  grew  stronger  as  it  lengthened.  .  .  .  That  would  be 
true  of  everyone  —  of  her  companion  and  grandfather  and 
Hodie. 

They  reached  the  house  as  the  family  were  gathering 
in  the  dining  room,  when  Sidsall  found  Roger  Brevard 
unexpectedly  staying  for  supper.  She  met  his  direct 
greeting  and  smile  with  a  warm  stir  of  pleasure  and  sat 
in  a  happy  silence  listening  to  the  voices  about  the  table. 
Her  uncle  had  brought  his  wife  down  and  the  candles 
glittering  among  the  lusters  on  the  walls  spread  their 
light  over  the  Manchu's  strange  vivid  ligure.  Ever\thing 
about  life  was  so  confusing,  Sidsall  thought.  The  night 
flowed  in  at  the  open  windows  drenched  with  magic :  here 
were  candles  but  outside  were  stars.  The  port  in  its 
engraved  glass  decanter  seemed  to  burn  with  a  ruby  flame. 
"Bah!"  her  grandfather  was  exclaiming.  "I'll  put  a 
thousand  dollars  on  Gerrit  and  the  Nautilus  against  any 
clipper  built;  "^'i*  mind,  in  all  weathers." 

"  Voyage  by  voyage,"  William  Ammidon  insisted,  "  he 
would  be  left  in  the  harbor.  The  California  gold  depos- 
its — ." 

Later  a  crowd,  slowly  collecting,  recalled  the  fact  that 
the  Salem  Band  was  to  play  that  night  in  the  Square. 
"Oh,  mother,  look,"  Laurel  rried;  "they've  got  lamps  in 
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their  hats."'  Small  wavcriii.^  flames  were  heing  lighted 
on  the  mu>ician.s'  hats;  there  were  melaiuholv  disron- 
nected  hoots  from  bassoons  and  the  silver  dear  scale 
of  a  bugle.  "  Can't  I  get  nearer,  mother?  "  Laurel  im- 
plored as  usual.  "  Can't  I  go  and  see  the  little  lamps  on 
their  lieacN?  " 

"Sidsall  and  I  will  look  after  her,"  Roger  Brevard 
put  in,  and  almost  immediately  the  three  were  entering 
Washington  Square.  The  throng  was  thickest  directly 
behind  the  band,  radiating  in  thinning  numbers  to  the 
wooden  boundary  fence.  Laurel  led  them  to  an  advan- 
tageous position,  where  they  could  watch  the  c  urious  effects 
of  the  ring  of  lights  above  intent  faces  drawn  hollow- 
cheeked  by  the  vigorous  blowing  of  instruments.  The 
leader,  in  the  center  of  the  flickering  smoky  illumination, 
now  beat  with  his  arni>  in  one  direction  now  in  another. 

A  second  selection  lollov,.  1,  and  a  third,  during  which, 
in  surprising  pauses,  the  band  shouted  a  concerted 
"Hurrah!"  Sidsall  was  infinitely  contented.  How 
splendidly  erect  and  calm  and  distinguished  Roger  Bre- 
vard was!  She  hated  younger  men,  tliey  were  onI>-  bovs, 
who  kei)t  up  a  sinseless  talk  about  college  humor.  lie 
saw  instantly  that  the  people  were  crushing  her  .'-kirts, 
and  lirml>-  conducted  them  out  of  the  crowd.  It  was 
nicer  here  ijeyond  the  w;ivjring  (i.,rk  mass:  a  walt/C  flowed 
about  her  so  tender  and  gracious  that  her  eyes  filled  with 
tears. 

But  Laurel  had  to  be  taken  home;  and,  clasping  Mr. 
Brevard's  hand,  the  little  girl  talked  volubly  as^  they 
moNcd  away.  "  And  .^o,"  she  said,  "  I  told  her  to  keep 
her  topsails  full." 
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"\Miat?"  he  demanded. 

"  She  was  I'ailiiig  oti",  )  ou  know  —  luhiug  way.  Hell's 
hatches  — " 

"  Laurel,"  Sidsall  corrected  her  sharply.    "  No,  you 

mustn't  laugh  at  her." 

Oiilv  Gerrit  Ammidon  wa.-^  ou  the  stei)>.  the  other  men 
were  in  the  library;  her  mother  \idd  gone  up  with  Janet. 
Laurel  left  them,  and,  without  speech,  they  walked 
through  the  house  to  the  lawn.  The  stars  had  appar- 
ently retreated  to  new  infinities  of  distance  and  ni^ht, 
there  wa>  a  throb  of  music  so  faint  that  it  might  i^e  only 
an  echoing  memory;  Roger  Brevard's  face  was  pale  and 
strained.    He  asked: 

"  Have  you  forgotten  that  we  are  friends?  " 

'•No,"  she  returned  seriously,  lifting  her  look  to  his. 
He  was  very  close  to  he-  and  her  heart  beat  unsteadily. 
She  had  a  choking  premonition  of  what  was  about  to 
occur,  but  she  stood  without  the  slightest  attem[)t  to  pre- 
vent his  kiss.  It  affected  him  even  more  than  herself, 
for  he  stepped  back  sharply  with  his  hands  clenched. 
Roger  was  silent  for  so  long  that  she  said,  timidly: 

"  I  didn't  mind,  so  much." 

"Thank  you,"  he  replied  almost  harshly.  "There's 
no  need  for  you  to  regret  it.    No  need,  no  need.    But  if 

it  were  only  a  \ear  more  — ." 

"  We  all  grow  older,"  she  told  him  widely. 

"  So  we  do.  Sidsall,  and  we  change.  But  you  should 
stay  exactly  as  you  are  now,  white  and  young  and  fra- 
grant. Never  the  fruit  but  always  the  blossom,  and  al- 
ways a  nitrlit  in  early  summer.  The  afterwards  is  an 
indifferent  performance." 
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"  I  don't  understand,"  her  voice  was  shadowed. 

"  Sidsall  for  a  mOTjent.  Don't  move  —  opening  petals, 
shy  pure  heart  .  .  .  loveliness.  .  .  ." 

"  I  don't  understand,"  .-he  repeated,  !)ut  the  trouble  had 
vanished.  She  even  s^miled  at  liim:  she  was  filled  with 
an  absolute  security  in  her  vision  of  Roncr  Brevard. 
Why,  she  had  no  need  to  question;  it  was  an  instinct  be- 
yond search  and  above  knowledge;  perhaps,  she  thought 
as  they  turned  toward  the  house,  its  name  was  love. 
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THE  days,  to  Nettie  Vollar,  seemed  to  be  both 
unutterably  dull  and  colored  by  a  possibility 
of  excitement  like  an  undercurrent  of  hardly 
perceptible  fever.  Her  mother,  it  was  true,  took  on  her- 
self most  of  the  duties  of  Barzil  Dunsack's  house;  but  there 
were  >till  a  large  numlxT  of  little  things  that  returned  un- 
varied with  every  morning,  noon  and  night  for  the  girl's 
attention.  The  cause  of  any  impending  excitement  — 
except  the  mere  presence  of  Gerrit  Amroidon  in  Salem, 
now  surely  of  no  moment  to  her  —  she  was  unable  to 
place.  The  feeling  that  per\-aded  her  most  was  the 
heavy  conviction  that  her  life  was  a  complete  waste,  she 
had  the  sensation  of  being  condemned  to  stay  in  sur- 
roundings, in  a  service,  that  never  for  a  nunnent  repre- 
sented her  desire  or  true  capabilities.  Her  family,  as 
she  had  grown  into  ma+urity,  seemed  strange,  her  place 
there  an  unhapjiy  accident. 

At  her  brightest  periods  she  pictured  being  suddenly, 
arbitrarily,  removed  into  happier  appropriate  regions. 
For  a  time  that  viseion  had  assumed  the  tangible  .shape  of 
Gerrit  Aminidon;  then  this  comfortable  fiL'ure  had  ab- 
ruptly left  her  to  an  infmitcly  more  seldom  return  of 
her  faint  indefinite  hope. 

Through  the  inordinate  number  of  hours  when  she  was 
potentially  alone  she  had  developed  a  strain  of  almost 
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I;j'nfu'  thoui,'lit  (.lit  (;l  krepin-^  with  the  ulioio  of  her 
nr.li  r.ii'v  u  rcriccti\  v  being.  In  inumLiit.-  such  as  the 
presv-nt  — she  was  sitting  in  her  room  overlookin;,'  Hardy 
Street  on  its  hmdward  reach  —  she  followed  the  slow 
turninu>  of  lur  mind  in  the  manner  of  a  diild  spelling  out 
a  sentence.  Two  tiiin;^s  seemed  to  her  of  tlie  fir-t  im- 
portance —  tile  e.\i>teiKe  into  wiiich  she  had  keen  loned 
by  the  cirrumstance  of  her  birth,  and  her  unknown  father 
himself:  unknown,  that  is,  except  for  vague  promptings 
and  desires  u!n\h.  for  need  of  a  better  reason,  she  traced 
to  his  personality.  That  he  was  suj.eri.,r.  in  that  he  had 
had  a  dkstinct  mea>ure  of  gentle  blood,  she  was  assured 
by  her  mother  on  one  of  the  rare  occasions  when  the  sub- 
ject was  touclud  between  them.  To  tliat  she  credited  the 
gre  ter  i)art  of  her  ob-cure  dissatisfaction  with  conditions 
which  she  described  a>  niean. 

The  latter  evidently  diun'i  di^turij  her  mother  or  grand- 
father; she  realized  that  the  long-drawn  silent  severity 
of  the  old  man  had  (  lu.-hed  what  spirit  her  mother  may 
have  had.  It  was  clei.r  th::t  the  elder  woman  had  been 
very  pretty,  with  a  i^!e  lluttcring  eye^  ^..hiili  nia-le  you  tuiiik 
of  gray  raotlis,  and  delicately  colored  cheek.-,,'  but  all 
that  had  been  crushed,  too.  She  was  meek  in  a  way  that 
filled  her  daughter  with  determined  resentment  and  fear. 
The  resentment  sjiraiig  from  tiie  silent  as.sertion  that  she 
wouldn't  be  worn  clown  like  that;  the  fear  i"ollowed  the 
realization  of  the  rigid  power  of  the  old  man  and  the 
weight  of  all  that  held  her  powerless  to  e.scape.  Naturally 
she  was  rather  cheerful  than  somber,  an  involuntary  gay- 
ety  ro-e  from  her  in  the  drabbest  moments:  ^he  even  defied 
Bar^il  Dunsack  with  ribbons  and  flowers  on  her  bonnet 
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The  pro>iJect  from  her  window  oHercd  no  relief  from 
the  interior;  it  was  true  that  in  the  other  direction  she 
could  catch  glimpses  of  the  harbor,  by  leaning  out  she 

could  get  the  com[)arutivcly  full  sweep  at  the  bottom 
of  the  street;  hut  tliere  were  usually  things  ugly  and 
restraining  !>etween  her  and  the  freedom  of  the  horizon. 
Her  favorite  place  had  been  at  the  edge  of  the  grass  above 
the  tide;  but,  since  his  return,  Edward  Dunsack  had  hit 
U[)na  it  t(>o,  hi^  proximity  mad-'  Ii;r  increa-iiigly  un- 
easy. For  uiK'  tiling  he  •  Iked  to  hiniMlf  out  loud,  prin- 
cipally in  Chinese,  and  the  sluling  uninti  lligible  tongue, 
accompanied  by  the  sight  of  his  gaunt  yellow  faxe,  his  in- 
attentive fixed  e}es,  gave  her  an  icy  shiver.  It  was  al- 
most wor-^e  wlien  he  conversed  with  her  in  a  palpable 
effort  at  an  effect  of  sympathy. 

She  ro.-e  and  v.andered  finally  to  tiie  embankment  of 
the  garden.  The  water  shimmered  under  the  full  flood 
of  afternoon;  she  was  gazing  at  the  distance  in  an  aim- 
less manner  that  had  lately  fastened  on  her  when  she 
heard  a  stirring  of  the  grass  !,.<  hind  her  and  Edward 
Dunsack  approached.  He  was  livid  m  the  pitiless  light, 
and  seemed  terribly  fragile,  a  thing  that  a  mere  clap  of 
thundjr  might  crumble  to  nothing;  she  felt  that  she 
could  suoep  him  away  with  a  Itroom;  yet  at  the  same  time 
there  were  startling  gleams  of  inner  violence,  a  bitter 
eneru'v,  an  effect  of  deepness,  that  appalled  her. 

"  If  you  should  ask  me,"  he  declared,  "  if  my  opinion 
is  of  inv  value,  Td  say  that  .\mmidon  owed  you  con,sid- 
erahle.  lie  Utl  you  to  expe' t  something  better  than  his 
runnin;,'  away  wifliout  a  word;  Id  have  an  e.vplanatirn 
out  of  liim.    Of  course,  if  lie  had  come  back  married  — 

[ISIJ 


JAVA  HEAD 


this  affair  with  a  Chinese  woman  i-n't  that  —  it  would  he 
all  over.  But,  somehow,  with  tilings  as  they  are,  I  can  t 
believe  that  it  is." 

"Do  you  ex[Kct  me  to  go  to  their  house,  like  you 
did?  "  she  replied  resentfully. 

He  turned  such  a  malaiou^  fair  on  her  that  instinctively 
she  moved  back.  For  a  moment  he  was  silent,  his  meager 
leaden  lips  drawn  tight  over  dark  teeth  in  a  dry  grin, 
his  fini^HTs  like  ( urved  wires;  tlu  n,  relaxm?,  he  cursed 
the  entire  house  of  Ammidon.  "  Tlie  truth  is,"'  he  ended, 
"that  you  were  a  little  fool;  you  had  everything,  every- 
thing, in  your  hand  and  threw  it  away."  His  gaze  strayed 
from  her  to  the  surface  of  the  water,  a  short  distance 
from  the  land.  "  Threw  it  away,"  he  repeated;  "it  can't 
be  got  in  tliis  country  either." 

He  was,  she  thought,  crazy  However,  all  that  he 
said  about  Gerrit  lingered  in  her  mind;  it  fanned  to  new 
life  the  embers  of  her  reljellion.  If  a  chance  should 
come  she  would  let  Gerrit  Ammidon  know  something  of 
the  wrong  he  had  done  her.  As  her  uncle  had  pointed 
out,  the  Chinese  woman  was  different  from  an  American, 
a  white  woman.  Their  entire  position.  Gerrit's  and  her 
own,  was  peculiar,  out.-ide  ordinary  judgments. 

She  saw  him,  occasionally  from  a  distance,  as  she  must 
continue  to  do  while  he  was  in  Salem,  since  no  opportunity 
had  been  made  for  them  to  exchange  words.  That  must 
come  frcMn  Gerrit. 

Her  mother  called  her.  and  she  went  in,  finding  the 
elder  in  the  kitchen.  "  I  can't  get  enough  heat  to  bake," 
she  worried;  "you  can  bear  your  hand  right  in  the  oven. 
Your  grandfather  won't  have  his  sponge  biscuit  for  sup- 
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{KT."  Nettie  declared,  "  I  certainly  wouldn't  let  it  bother 
me.  Just  tell  him  and  let  him  say  wiuu  he  likes."  Her 
mother  turned  palpably  startled.  "But — "  she  began 
weakly. 

"  I  know  exactly  what  you're  going  to  sa>-,"  Nettie  cut 
in,  "  he  has  it  every  night  and  he'll  expect  it.  How 
much,  I'd  like  to  ask,  have  you  been  expecting  all  your 
life  and  getting  nothing?  And  now  I  am  the  same.  I 
don't  believe  we're  as  wicked  as  grandfather  lets  on,  and 
I'm  certain  he's  not  so  good  as  he  thinks.  I  don't  admit 
we  are  going  to  hell,  either;  if  I  did  I  can  tell  you  I'd 
be  different.  I'd  have  a  good  time  like  some  other  girls 
I  see.  I  guess  it  would  be  good,  anyhow,  with  silk 
flounces  four  yards  around.  I'm  what  I  am  because  I 
don't  listen  to  him;  I  don't  pay  any  attention  to  the  pious 
old  women  who  make  long  faces  at  us." 

"  You  mustn't  talk  like  that,  Nettie,"  her  mother  pro- 
tested anxiously.  "  It  has  a  right  hard  sound.  Your 
grandfather  is  a  very  upright  religious  man.  It's  proper 
for  those  who  sin  to  suffer  in  this  world  that  they  may 
be  humble  for  the  next." 

"  I  don't  want  to  be  humble,"  Nettie  told  her.  "  The 
Ammidons  aren't  humble.  Mrs.  Saltonstone  isn't."  A 
pain  deepened  visibly  on  the  elder's  pale  countenance. 
"  You  mustn't  think  it  doesn't  hurt  me,  Nettie,  to  —  to 
see  you  away  from  all  the  [)leasure.  It  tears  at  my  heart 
dreadful.  That  is  part  of  the  punishment."  The  girl 
made  a  vivid  gesture,  "  But  you  sit  back  and  take  it  1  " 
she  cried.  "  You  talk  of  it  as  punishment.  I  won't !  I 
won't!    I'm  going  to  do  something  different." 

"  What?  "  her  mother  demanded,  terrified. 
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"  I  don't  know,"  Nettie  admitted.  "  But  if  1  hud  it 
to  <\u  over  I'd  kiss  Gerrit  Aramidon  as  soon  as  he  looked 
for  it.  ' 

"Nettie,  do  you  — do  jou  thiuL  he  wanted  to  marry 
you "  ^ 

"  Yes,"  she  answered  shortly.  "  He's  like  that.  What- 
ever you  nii.uht  say  against  him  he'.s  honest." 

Ilcr  mother  In-::.,  to  cry,  lar;;e  slow  tear,  that  rolled 
out  ot  her  eyes  uitiiout  a  sound.  She  sat  uiih  la.x  iiope- 
less  hands  in  her  lap  of  cheap  worn  drc.s  stuff.  Nettie 
Vollar  felt  no  impulse  toward  cr\ini,';  she  was  bri-du 
with  anger -an,,'er  at  v,  I,,,t  Bar/il  Dun.satk  had  done 
with  her  mother,  at  the  harm  he  h,,d  worked  in  her. 
"You  are  a  saint  com])arcd  to  I'uele  Kd^vard,"  she  as- 
serted. "  I  don't  know  what  s  w  rong  with  him,  but  there 
is  something." 

"  I  ve  noticed  it  too:  rimes  his  eyes  are  glared  like,  and 
then  his  starin.Lj  at  >ou  lik,.  a  cat.  It's  a  fact  he  doesn't 
eat  right,  and  lie  forgets  what'.-,  said  as  soon  as  a  Lodv 
speaks.  Might  he  have  some  Chinese  disea>e,  do  you 
thmk?" 

"  If-  not  like  a  real  sickness.  .  .  ." 

The  evening  in  the  dreary  sitting  room  uith  oniv  the 
reddish  illumination  of  one  lamp  was  almoM  uiiendurahle 
Her  grandfather  sat  with  broad  wasted  hands  grippm-r 
his  shrunken  knees,  his  eyes  gazing  stonily  out  above  a 
nose  netted  with  l>ne  i>lue  vein>  and  har.di  mouth  almost 
concealed  !>y  the  curt.in  of  heard.  IMward  ro.^c  uneasily 
and  returned,  ca.sting  a  swelling  and  diminidnn.^  „w 
—  obscurely  unnatural  like  himself -over  the  faded 
and  weatlierstained  wall  paper.    Her  mother  was  bowed 

ri54] 


JAVA  HEAD 


^lioedilc-?.  Nettie  wanted  to  scream,  to  horrify  tluin  all 
uilh  -ume  i!Ulr,.;-;.'(JU.^  remark.  Siie  would  have  lik.  d  lo 
kiuxk  till  lamp  I  rum  tiie  table,  -end  it  erashing  over  the 
floor,  aiid  sco  the  flames  spread  out,  consume  the  hou?e, 
cuii.-unic  .  .  .  she  stopped,  horritied  at  her  thoughts. 

She  didn't  want  things  like  that  ii.  ht  r  mir.il,  .-  he 
loiitiiiutd.  Id. I  the  eili(,»  of  daiicini,',  of  mu-i'  ul  the 
S.ilcm  Ikiiid  iiKirJuiig  up  K.'-sex  StR'i.t  with  Mr.  Morse 
playing  his  celebrated  silvery  fanfare  on  the  bugle.  She 
wanted  to  laugh,  to  talk,  yes  —  to  love.  Why,  she  was 
Noung,  I  irely  twenty  one;  and  lu-re  .-^he  was  in  a  hou.-e  like 
the  old  cemetery  on  ('h:irter  ^'l;vet.  liefore  tluy  uent  to 
bed  her  grandfather  would  read  out  from  tl  e  HibJe,  but 
always  the  Old  Testament.  Finally  he  rose  and  secured 
the  volume,  bound  in  dusty  calf,  its  page.>  brown  along 
the  edges.    His  voice  rang  in  a  sLjw  empha  .ized  fervor: 

'•  '  Ha-t  thou  not  procured  tin-  i:;Uo  thy-elf,  in  that  thou 
ha.-^t  forsaken  the  Lord,  t  iy  God,  when  he  led  tiiee  by 
the  way  ? 

"  '  And  now  what  hast  thou  to  do  in  the  way  of  Egypt, 
to  drink  the  waters  of  Sihor '  or  what  hast  thou  to  do  in 
the  way  of  .Assyria,  to  drink  the  waters  of  the  ri\er? 

"'Thine  own  wivkedness  .Nhall  correct  thee,  and  thy 
backslidings  shall  reprove  thee;  know  therefore  and  see 
t'.at  it  is  an  evil  t'nng  and  bitter,  that  thou  hast  forsaken 
tlie  Lord  thy  God,  and  that  my  fear  is  not  in  thee,  saith 
the  Lord  Gnl  of  hosts. 

"'  For  of  <  :  i  I  have  i.roken  thy  yoke,  and  burst  thy 
bonds;  and  thou  said^t,  I  will  not  transgress;  when  upon 
every  high  hill  and  under  every  green  tree  thou  wanderest, 
playing  the  harlot. 
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!'!((!,  if  it  had  u»n  only  to  double  Uie  dreanuea.  of 

her  CXI  i-iico. 

She  ondered  a  little,  her  emotif  n  subsiuuig,  at  the  in- 
terest ht '  uncle  showed  in  her  affairs.    It  wasn't  like 

what  else  she  had  gathered  of  him;  and  she  -i.anh  i,  but 
without  -access,  for  any  hidden  rca>on  Ik-  might  have. 
He  ictivel  blackened  tlie  nann  of  Ammidon  whiie  he 
was  lost  in  ioo  great  an  indifference  to  be  movtxl  by  air.' 
but  extraordinary  pressures.  Evf  -"thing  left  his  mind,  as 
her  mother  h  i  said,  almo<;t  nmediatel}.  Suddenly 
weary,  she  y;:        p  all  effort  at  Uf  derstaiiding. 

A  wind  mo\         from  tlie  sea   tlutt    aig  the  light  cur- 
ins,  and  brought  her  a  sen-e  oi  o  incis  and  release, 
came  from  the  immense  fref  sweep  of  ocean  to  which 
L    sinking  consciousness  turned  in  p«  ceful  recognition 
and  surrend 

Altoget'ior,  m  the  days  that  followed,  realized  a 
greater  doL'rcf^  mental  freedtan  than  before  her  revolt. 
She  had  r  J  herself,  it  appeared,  a  little  .Aitside  the 
.  imily,  al  s  if  she  were  studying  them  calmly 

through  a  i  lartie  piT-  of  tlic  terror  her  grand- 

father had  f  for  her  had  disap|x.'ared,  leaving  lor 

her  recognitio.  7  old  and  worn  man;  she  was  sorry 
for  her  mother  with  a  deep  affection  mixed  with  impa- 
tience. At  first  she  had  tried  to  put  something  of  her 
own  revived  spirit  in  the  older  woman  but  it  was  like 
pouring  water  intc  a  cracked  glass:  her  mother  was  too 
utterly  broken  to  hold  any  resolution  whatever. 

Nettie's  feeling  for  Edward  Dunsack  became  an  in- 
-tirntive  deep  distrust  It  \va-  almost  impos^ible  for  her 
to  remain  when  —  as  he  so  often  did  now  —  he  approachcf' 
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her  to  talk  about  the  injustice  of  her  mode  of  life  and 
tlie  debt  Gerrit  Ammidon  owed  her.  H<j  would  stand 
with  his  fingers  twitching,  talking  in  a  rapid  sharp  voice, 
blinking  continuously  against  any  light  brighter  than  that 
of  a  shaded  room  or  du>k.  He  seldom  left  the  office  or 
went  out  tlirough  ihv  day;  hi-;  phuv  at  the  dinner  table 
was  far  more  often  cm[ity  than  not.  But  after  their  early 
supper,  in  the  long  late  June  twilights,  he  had  an  in- 
exhaustible desire  for  her  to  stroll  with  him.  She  oc- 
casionally agreed  for  the  rca-on  that  they  invariably 
passed  in  the  vicinity  of  Wa-hiii^ton  Square  and  Pleas- 
ant Street,  and  saw  tlie  impressive  block  of  the  Ammidon 
mansion.  However,  they  never  met  any  of  its  inmates. 
Once  they  had  walked  directly  by  the  entrance;  some  girls, 
perhaps  a  woman,  certainly  two  men.  Vvcr-  grouped  in 
the  doonvay:  it  was  growing  dark  and  2settie  couldn't 
be  certain. 

Edward  Dunsack  clearly  hesitated  before  the  bricks 
leading  in  between  the  high  white  fence  posts  topped  with 
carved  twisting  flames;  and,  in  a  sudden  agony  at  the 
possibility  of  his  stopping,  Nettie  hurriid  on.  her  cheeks 
flaming  and  her  heart,  she  thought,  thumping  in  her 
throat. 

Her  uncle  followed  her.    There  was  a  trail  of  intimate 

mcrrimt-nt  from  the  jwriico,  a  man's  voice  mingling  gayly 
with  tho>e  of  the  girls.  "  That  was  the  Brevard  who".> 
in  the  Moiigolian  Marine  Insur.uice  Comiianv,"  Kdward 
Dunsack  informed  her.  "  I  hear  he's  a  great  hand  for 
leading  cotillions  and  balls  — the  balls  you  ought  to  take 
part  in."  On  an{l  on  he  went  witli  the  familiar  recital 
of  her  wrongs.    It  carried  them  all  the  way  over  Pleasant 
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and  Essex  and  Derby  Streets  home.  The  next  day,  how- 
ever, he  was  forced  to  <^o  about  the  town,  and  returned 
for  dinner  in  a  state  of  excitement  evident  to  anvone. 

He  ate  witliout  attention  whatever  was  before  liir.i,  and 
extravagantly  pleasant,  related  how  he  had  conversed  with 
Mrs.  Gerrit  Ammidon  in  the  family  carriage  in  front  of 
tlie  countinnliou.^e  of  Ammidon,  Ammidon  and  Salton- 
stone  on  Lil)erty  Street.  Nettie  was  surprised  that  his 
concern  was  caused  by  such  a  commonplace  event.  "  The 
women  of  China — Words  failing  him,  he  waved  a 
thin  dry  hand.  His  father  frowned  heavily.  Then, 
abruptly,  as  if  he  had  l)cen  snatclied  out  of  his  chair 
hy  an  invisible  powerful  clutch,  he  started  up  and  dis- 
ai)])eared. 

The  afternoon  passed  the  full  and  Nettie,  bound  in 
preparation  for  supper  for  Redmond's,  the  Virginia  Oys- 

tennan's  at  Derljy  Wharf,  stood  waiting  for  some  money. 
■'  1  ran't  think  where  I  left  my  reticule,"  her  mother 
called,  "  unless  it's  in  Edward's  room  where  I  cleaned 
this  morning.  Just  run  up  and  see.  .  .  .  He  ll  be  at  the 
office." 

.A.1  ove,  Xettie  found  the  door  closed,  but  it  opened 
rcadil}  ;is  she  turned  the  kno!):  she  went  in  without  hesi- 
tation. The  interior  she  naturally  thought  was  empty; 
and  then,  with  an  unreasoning  cold  fear,  she  saw  that 
Edward  Dunsack  was  lying  on  the  bed.  Sane  of  his 
clothes  were  tumbled  on  the  floor,  and  he  wore  his  black 
Chine-e  gown  The  room  was  permeated  \\ith  a  hca\7 
smooth  odor;  on  a  stand  at  her  uncle's  hand  was  a  curious 
collection  of  .strange  objects  —  a  little  brass  lamp  with  a 
flickering  bluish  flame,  a  black  and  silver  object  like  a 
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swollen  unnatural  pipe,  stained  bodkins,  a  lump  of  what 
she  took  to  be  tar  — 

Her  attention  was  caught  by  Edward  Dunsack's  face: 
it  had  fallen  back  with  his  pinched  chin  pointing  toward 
the  ceiling,  it  was  the  color  of  yellow  clay,  and  through 
hU  half-()[)ened  eyelids  was  an  empty  glimmer  of  gray- 
white.  She  shrank  away  involuntarily,  and  the  word 
"  Dead  "  formed  just  audibly  on  her  trembling  lips.  In 
an  instant  she  was  in  the  hall,  calling  in  a  panic-stricken 
voice,  her  icy  hands  at  her  throat;  and  her  grandfather 
mounted  the  stair  with  surprising  agility,  followed  by  his 
daughter  Kate. 

"  Uncle  Edward,"  Nettie  articulated,  waving  toward 
the  room  from  which  she  had  fled.  The  two  women  fol- 
lowed the  rigid  advance  of  Barzil  Dunsack.  As  he  saw 
the  figure  of  his  son  there  was  a  stabbing  gasp  of  his 
breath.  He  halted  for  a  moment,  and  it  seemed  to  Net- 
tie Vollar  that  suddenly  his  determined  carriage  crumbled, 
his  shoulders  sagged;  then  h^  went  forward.  The  bed 
had  high  slender  posts  that  at  one  time  supported  a 
canopy,  but  now  they  were  bare,  and  an  old  h  .nd  held  to 
one  as  he  bent  over. 

"  Is  he  dead?  "  the  older  woman  asked. 

Barzil  Dunsack  made  no  immediate  reply;  his  gaze 
turned  from  his  son  to  the  stand,  the  fluttering  lamp  and 
its  accessories.  His  head  moved  slowly  in  the  act  of 
sniffing  the  pungent  ha-  swimming  in  the  interior.  Net- 
tie could  sec  his  face,  and  she  was  appalled  by  an  ex- 
pression grimmer  than  any  she  remembered;  it  was 
both  harsh,  implacable,  and  strir'-°n,  as  empty  of  blood 
as  the  countenance  on  the  b(       :  le  hand  oa  the  post 
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tightened  until  it,  too,  was  linen  white.  She  drew  close 
to  liiT  niotlurV  >idc,  putting  a  supporting  arm  alK)Ut  the 

soft  >luikiii.i,'  >liould(T-. 

"  No,"  said  liurzil  Dunsack,  in  a  booming  voice,  "  not 
dead,  and  yet  dead  forever.  Go  downstairs,"  he  com- 
manded. They  backed  confused  to  the  door.  "If  YA- 
ward  i.s  sick — "  Kate  Vollar  began.  The  did  man's  face 
blazctl  with  intolcnible  jiain  and  anger.  "  ^^'oInan,"  he 
demanded,  "can  you  cure  what  God  has  smitten?  "  His 
eyes  alone,  hard  and  bright  in  the  seamed  and  hairy  face, 
drove  them  out  into  the  iiall.  Below  in  the  sitting  room 
Nettie  exclaimed,  "He  might  Iiave  told  us  something!"' 

"\Vhatev(r  it  is,"  'i  r  mother  returned,  "it's  dreadful 
bad.  I've  kit  tliat  all  along  al)Out  Edward;  he's  never 
been  him.self  this  last  time."  Mechanically  she  found  her 
reticule  beside  the  painted  ostrich  egg  from  Africa. 
"  You'll  have  to  get  the  o\  -ters  anyhow,"  she  toi(i  her 
daughter,  maintaining  the  inevitable  i)re'--ure  of  small  ne- 
cessities that  defied  all  tragedy  and  death. 

Nettie  escaped  with  an  enormous  relief  into  the  sunny 
normal  tranquility  of  the  afternoon.  The  house  had  be- 
come too  horri!)le  to  bear;  and  even  on  the  thronged  length 
of  Derby  Wharf,  like  a  street  rolj!)ed  of  its  supports  and 
thrust  out  into  the  harbor,  she  was  followed  by  the  vision 
of  Edward  Dunsack's  peaked  clayey  face. 

She  got  the  oy-ters,  and  in  an  o\  er\\  In  lining  reluc  tance 
to  return  walked  out  to  tlie  end  of  the  \\1  if,  where  a 
ship  was  discharging  her  cargo  —  heavy  plaited  mats  of 
cassia  with  a  delicate  .scent,  red  and  blue  slabs  of  marble, 
baskets  of  granular  cakes  of  pray  camphor,  rough  hrown 
logs  of  teak,  smooth  dull  \  (11o\v  rolls  of  gamlxjge,  bags 
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with  >^harp  conflirtint;  odors,  haled  silk>  and  Iialf  tlicsts 
of  tea  wrujipcd  in  Dainboos  and  niatimg  paiiUcd  widi  the 
ship's  name,  Koae  and  Rosulic. 

There  Nettie  found  herself  be>ide  a  little  girl  clasping 
the  hand  of  a  bulky  old  gentleman  in  pongee  and  a  palm 
leaf  hat  and  following  every  oj)cration  with  a  grave  critical 
regard.  "  I  guess,"  she  said  to  he  r  >  ompanion,  "  it's  only 
the  cheap  sort  of  tea,  a  late  jMiking,  or  it  would  be  in 
canisters."  She  was,  Nettie  realized,  the  youngest  Am- 
midon  child  with  her  grandf  aher.  The  latter  ooked 
round  and  rrroijniml  Xcttie  Vollar.  "How's  Barzil 
Dunsack?"  he  asked  immediately. 

She  was  at  a  loss  for  an  answer,  since  she  could  not  de- 
scribe the  subject  of  the  inquiry  as  all  right  nor  explain 
their  unhappy  condition.  "  Intend  to  stof)  in,"  Jeremy 
Ammidoii  continued;  "  la-t  time  I  was  tiierc  I  went  up 
like  a  rocket."  Laurel  —  that  was  the  child's  name,  she 
remembered — gazed  at  her  intently.  "I  was  sa\ing  to 
grandfather,"  she  repeated  precisely,  "that  this  wasn't 
really  much  of  a  cargo.  Nothing  like  the  one  Uncle  Ger- 
rit  brought  back  in  tlie  X^mlilus.  We  were  having  an 
argument  about  Salem  too.  But,  of  cour.-e,  all  the  big 
cargoes  are  goirg  into  Boston,"  she  sturdily  confronted  the 
flushed  old  man. 

"  You're  William  all  over  again,"  he  asserted,  almost 
annoyed.  Both  their  e.xjjrcssions  grew  stul)b(irn  in  a  man- 
ner that,  in  view  of  their  .i^rcat  dilference  in  age  and  e.vpe- 
rience,  Nettie  thought  (juite  absurd.  What  a  beautiful 
dress  the  child  had  on  —  Torto  Rico  drawn  work,  with 
pale  yelli  w  ribbons  to  her  bonnet.  "  1  w'lAx  \(  u'(l  stay 
here  a  minute  witli  Nettie  Vollar,  "  Jeremy  told  her,  "  while 
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I  Ml'  the  \vharfin,c;cr."'  He  wont  unhurried  along  the 
whart',  and  I.aun  l  Aiumidnn  drew  elo.-er  to  her 

"  Shu'>  net  mut  Ii  oi  a  >h\p  cither,"  Laurel  said,  indicat- 
ing the  Rose  mid  Rosalie.  "She's  built  like  —  like 
grandfather.  They're  different  now.  I  went  to  New 
York  to  -ee  the  AV  j  Witi  li  laundi  d.  and  she's  the  tallest 
v('"cl  alio  at,  with  tliroe  -.tandini^  >ky-ai]  yards  and  ringtail 
and  water  s<iils.  She's  Mack  and  has  a  gilded  dragon 
for  a  figurehead;  and,  although  she  went  out  in  a  gale, 
pot  to  Rio  in  twenty-five  days.  I  talked  to  Captain 
\^',it('rnr!n,  too;  he  enmmanded  the  Xatrhcz,  you  know." 

How  the  (hild  ran  on!  "You've  studied  a  lot  on 
•-hi[)s"'  Xettie  commented.  "  I  know  the  main  truck  from 
a  jewel  block,"  Laurel  replied  complacently.  "  But 
Camilla's  a  frightful  lubber.  I  should  think  she'd  make 
I'm  le  Gerrit  sick.  She  docs  me."  Xettie  Vollar  was 
sei/L(l  \>y  tlie  tempt:itirin  to  question  Laurel  al)out  Gerrit 
Amniidon,  about  his  wife  —  anything  that  touched  or  con- 
cerned hira.  A  wave  of  emotion  swept  over  her,  a  loneli- 
ness and  a  desire  the  cause  of  which  she  would  not  face. 
She  wanted  to  take  Laurel's  hand  in  hers,  and  with  the 
old  ponderous  comfortaijle  gentleman  go  u[)  to  the  serenity 
of  their  gardens  and  wide  happy  house.  She  wanted  Ger- 
rit .Ammidon  to  smile  at  her  with  his  eyes  blue  like  a  fair 
sea.  .  .  .  His  father  was  returning. 

Laurel  at:  .in  grasped  the  large  h  md  and  they  turned 
to  leave.  jLierny  .Ammidon  ntxideil  to  -Wttie.  Nothing 
remained  for  her  hut  the  plnce  on  Hardy  Street;  then  .she 
saw  that  the  others  had  stopj)ed  and  were  signaling  for 
her  "  Captain  Dunsack  ...  old  friend,"  the  elder  said 
abruptly.    "  Stublx)rn  as  the  devil.    No  worse  than  me. 
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though,  no  worse  than  me.  ConfourdL'd  proud,  too.  Vou 
let  me  know  if  there  is  anything,  that  is,  if  you  need — " 
he  paused,  breathing  stormily,  glaring  at  her  in  an  as- 
sumed an^rv  impatience. 

" 'I'hunk  you,"  she  answered,  "  luit  there's  notiiiim." 

What  mo.st  shocked  iier  on  tlie  return  home  was  the 
manner  in  which  their  life  callously  continued  when  she 
felt  it  should!  have  been  shattered  by  their  suffering  in  Ed- 
ward DuHN'uk's  room;  yet  not  so  muih  theirs  as  her  grand- 
father's. He  took  his  place  at  the  head  of  the  table,  the 
grace  went  up  as  loudly  as  ever  above  their  heads;  but  in 
spite  of  that  she  saw  that  the  old  man  suddenly  looked  in- 
finitely -pent.  Ilis  knife  slip[)ed  in-eiurely  and  scraped 
against  the  {)late  in  fumbh'ng  and  i)a]-ied  hands.  All  at 
once  .she  had  a  feeling  of  ga/ing  straight  into  his  heart,  and 
findi:  —  like  a  burning  ruby  hidden  in  earth  —  .-uch  an 
agony  beneath  his  schooled  exterior  that  she  choked  think- 
ing about  it. 

Nettie  wondered  what  he  would  do  if  she  put  an  affec- 
tionate arm  about  his  neck  and  told  him  of  their  .sympathy. 
She  knew  now  that  her  Uncle  Edward  had  been  smoking 
opium,  and  that  it  was  a  worse  vice,  more  hopeless  and  de- 
structive, than  drink.  But  she  was  certain  that  he'd  repel 
her;  he  looked  on  them  all,  Edward  Dunsack,  her  mother 
and  herself,  as  sinful,  "  degenerate  plants."  Even  now, 
she  realized,  there  was  no  weakening  of  his  spiritual  fibers 
such  as  had  plainly  overtaken  his  physical  Ijeing.  He  had 
a  blasting  contempt  for  the  unrighteous  tlesh, 

When  they  had  ri.-en  from  the  talile,  Edward  Dunsack 
appeared  and  sinking  weakly  into  a  chair  demanded  a 
cup  of  tea.    He  knew  nothing  of  their  discovery,  of  the 
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fact  tluit  they  had  <tood  alnno  his  rcvnli  iiin;  insen>il)ility. 
After  the  lea  he  ^eemL•d  to  revive;  he  ligh-cd  a  theroot  and 
said  something  about  going  out.  It  wasn't  possible,  how- 
ever; his  knees  sagged  walking  the  length  of  the  floor;  in 
the  silting  room  \  'i  into  a  leaden  apathy.  Nettie 
Vollar's  gaze  rest.,  the  vol  iinc  of  the  life  of  the  mis- 
.'^ionr.ry  who  had  uif ,  at  sudi  an  early  ai;e  on  the  lie  de 
France.  The  lampli.^ht  spread  over  the  depres>ing  mus- 
tard yellow  paint  of  the  woodwork  with  its  obviously  false 
graining  and  deepened  the  hlaekne-  of  the  fireplace. 
TliroLiiihout  the  readinir  of  the  Scripture  Etl\^•a^d  Dunsack 
never  .-hifted  his  >lu!Ti[)ed  position;  his  face,  WiUi  .smudged 
closed  eyes,  scxmed  uxed  in  a  skejjtical  smile.  The  hol- 
lows of  his  temples  were  green.  The  reading  finished,  old 
Barzil  said: 

'•  I  wish  to  speak  to  Edward  alone." 

The  latter  straightened  up.  "Eh!"  he  exclaimed. 
"  What?  '  He  resettled  his  stock  and  crossed  a  knee  with 
a  show  of  ease.  Nettie  followed  her  mother  from  the 
room.  Her  last  impression  was  that  of  a  '  irtling  resem- 
blance between  the  young  man  and  old  —  L  r  uncle's  face 
was  as  ruined  as  the  other's  —  ix^tween  father  and  son. 
"  I  wish  he'd  go  away,"  her  mother  surprisingly  asserted; 
"  I  won't  sleep  for  thinking  of  him  lying  there  like  a 
corpse.'' 

"He'll  not,"  Nettie  rcpliiil,  musing;  "something  is 
holding  him  we  still  dor't  know  of." 

She  had  lately  begun  to  realize  a  great  many  things  of 
which  only  a  month  before  .she  had  not  been  aware  —  that 
sudden  illuminating  grasp  of  old  Barzil's  inner  pain,  of 
her  mother's  wasted  spirit,  and  the  sense  tliat  some  un- 
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guessed  potent  motive  was  at  llir  haik  of  her  Uncle  Ed- 
wards apparently  erratic  strollin.^  and  rciteratiun>.  Net- 
tie stopped  to  wonder  a  little  at  the  change  in  herself:  she 
was  more  alive,  more  included.  There  were  no  reasons 
that  she  could  .see  why  this  vh.juld  he  .-o;  never  had  the 
present,  the  entire  future,  i,eai  d.;rkLr.  W  ith  lur  deeper 
consciousness,  too,  came  an  increased  shrinkin-;  irum  life, 
a  greater  capacity  for  injury;  and  there  could  be  no  doubt 
that  it  was  an  older  Nettie  Vollar  who,  in  her  mirror,  re- 
turned the  (juotioning  in  the  resentful  black  eyes. 

>.'o  further  mention  was  m.ide  of  the  opiuni,  no  hint  es- 
caped from  the  tw:;  men  of  what  Jiar/il  Dunsack  had  said 
to  his  son  after  the  evening  reading  oi  the  liible.  An 
evidence  of  the  miserable  episode  was  visible  for  a  while 
in  the  diffuulty  of  any  attempted  general  conversation; 
then  that  died  away  and  e\'er\thing  was  secmiuL^J)-  as  it 
had  been  before,  liut  the  rising  gayety  and  widesj)read 
public  preparations  at  the  approach  of  the  Fourth  of  July 
made  lier  existence  drabber  than  ever.  There  was,  too, 
unusual  planning,  for  later  in  the  month  President  Polk 
was  to  be  in  Salem. 

The  various  militar\'  orti;aniz.itions  drilled  ince.s.santly : 
the  Salem  Light  Infantry,  the  Mechanic  Light  Infantry, 
the  Salem  (\idets  and  Ind»'pendents  and  a  squad  of  the 
Salem  Artillery  mi-ht  be  .sc\^n  at  any  hour  of  the  morning 
or  early  evening  smartly  -narching  and  countennarching, 
led  by  Flag's  or  the  Sulera  Band.  Strange  constructions 
of  light  wood  climbed  in  Washingt-jn  S.iuare  — the  set 
pieces  of  the  irlebrntod  pyrotechnist  secured  at  a  "stag- 
gering exi>en..  '    rre]in)in  :rv  strings  of  firecrackers  were 
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exploded  \>y  imf)ali(.nt  hoys  and  the  dawn  of  the  holiday 
wa>  greeted  u  iUi  a  suataiiifd  uproar  of  powder. 

All  lliis  was  communicated  to  Nettie  in  the  form  of  a 
determination  to  forget  the  dreariness  of  home  and  for 
once  anyhow  l;e  a  part  of  the  carcle>.>  holiday  town.  Ed- 
ward Dun^ai  k.  ope  ned  the  day  by  de[>rctating  what  tire- 
worivs  Salem  could  hhow  and  recalling  the  extravagant  art 
of  China  in  that  particular.  No  one.  he  said,  of  the  least 
moment  would  be  abroad  in  the  raljble;  and  he  intended 
to  spend  the  day  over  the  invoice  of  a  sehoone-  returned 
from  Cura(,ao.  She  was  glad  of  this,  for  it  left  her  free 
to  get  an  uninterrupted  pleasure  from  the  morning  parade, 
the  floats  and  fantasies,  the  afternoon  drilling  in  Wash- 
ington Square,  and  see  the  last  colored  disk  of  the  fire- 
works. M  lybe,  she  told  herself,  tying  the  becoming  ribbon 
of  her  bonnet  beneath  a  round  chin  with  a  lurking  dimple, 
maybe  she  wouldn't  come  back  home  once  during  the  entire 
day!  She  ignored,  in  the  rush  of  her  spirits,  even  her 
mother's  lonely  labors:  for  once  they'd  have  to  do  without 
her.  Nettie  took  a  scarlet  merino  shawl  for  the  cooler 
evenini^,  shook  forward  the  little  black  curls  about  her 
face,  and  hurried  away  from  Hardy  Street. 

She  was  swept  along  in  the  crowd  on  Essex  Street  until, 
before  the  office  of  the  Salem  Rcs^isler,  she  found  a  place 
th:it  commanded  the  parade.  Tliere  Nettie  lost  all  mem- 
ory of  the  dreariness  that  pro.ssed  upon  her;  she  became 
one  of  the  throng,  ap{)lauding  the  members  of  the  East 
India  Marine  Society  carrying  the  palanquin  from  the 
Museum  in  native  dress,  or  stocxl  with  sentimental  tears 
blurring  her  vision.    The  parade  end*     and  currents  ot" 
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poo[)lo  swept  towarrl  diniur;  but  -he  -top[Hd  at  a  baker's 
and  gut  a  paper  ui  seed  cake>,  made  in  the  A\d\ic  of  oak 
leaves  and  sat  lontcntedly  eating  thera  in  the  Common. 

The  thouKht  of  Gerrit  Ammitlon,  with  all  the  other 
deeper  aspects  ot  her  life,  was  tliru-t  into  the  l^atk  of  her 
ton^i iou-ne^^:  >lio  was  e\i  tiiiL;  a>  -he  bre.itlied  —  without 
will;  tlic  iiistuutive  lighter  qualities  had  her  in  full  pos- 
session. She  felt  that  her  cheeks  were  glowing  and 
hummed  the  refrains  of  the  music  she  had  heard.  One 
by  one  the  military  comi)atiies  marched  into  the  Scjuare. 
She  was  fascinated  by  the  tall  leather  brhnets  and  silver 
straps  under  severe  young  lips.  The  Xewbur)'port  men 
were  in  a  new  .'*carlet  uniform,  that  was  the  Boston  Brass 
Band  —  it  was  painted  on  the  bass  drum  —  with  the  Inde- 
pendents; there  were  the  Beverly  Taylor  Guards.  The 
masked  oiilcxjker.-  tilled  the  broad  plain. 

The  drilling  and  countermarching  proceeded  and  the 
afternoon  waned.  At  the  dispersal  of  the  spectacle,  when 
for  an  hour  or  two  Washington  Square  was  comparatively 
deserted,  when  the  sun  sank  lower  and  lower  over  the 
roofs  of  lirown  Street  and  the  gold  ha/e  thi(  kened,  turning 
to  blue,  Nettie  became  ijuieter  l-ut  no  less  hap[)y.  The 
time  .sped;  never  was  she  conscious  of  l)eing  lonely,  by 
her<^elf  in  a  multitude  < ompo^ed  of  grouped  families  and 
friends.  It  was  all  ^uch  a  lieautiful  relief  to  the  other 
con-tant  dwelling  on  somber  and  hopeless  f.icts!  .\lready 
peojile  were  streaming  in  under  the  wooden  arched  gates 
for  the  evening  display;  already  she  could  see  a  star  in  the 
clear-shining  L'reen  east. 

The  fireworks,  the  paper  said,  were  to  be  in  two  parts, 
ending  with  a  bombardment  of  Vera  Cruz,  five  hundred 
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feet  long,  and  a  .>;orics  of  triumphant  arclu>  willi  full- 
length  portraits  in  tolon  ,  lights  of  lelehrated  Americans. 
There  was  a  sudden  salute  of  artillery,  ond  a  flight  of 
rockets  soared  upward  in  long  flaming  curves,  dissolving 
in  showers  of  liquid  emerald  and  ruby  and  silver  against 
the  nii^lit.  licngola  li'^lits  ca-tiiiL;  a  liluc  j^].:-.  over  the 
.-landing  moi,  and  farther  hou.^e  fronts  were  followed  by 
a  great  Peruvian  Cross,  a  silvery  fountain  of  water  and 
Grand  Representation  of  Bunker  Hill  Monument. 

With  this  the  fir~t  came  all  too  soon  to  an  end,  and 
Nettie  was  folding  the  shav.i  about  lu-r  >hou](]irs  when 
almost  the  entire  Ammidon  family  were  upon  her.  .  .  . 
In  an  instinctive  confusion  she  saw  William  Ammidon 
and  his  wife  with  their  daughters,  the  old  man,  Jeremy, 
and  Gerrit. 

They  stopped  Ijefore  her  in  an  assured,  not  unkindly  in- 
qui.sitiveness,  tiic  girls  fre.-ii  and  bright-faced,  with  crisp 
lovely  clothes;  their  mother,  in  a  smart  mantle  and  little 
bonnet  with  knots  of  French  flowers,  greeted  her  with  a 
direct  i|Uestion  tempered  by  a  smile.  William  Ammidon, 
smoking,  was  uncomerned;  while  Gerrit  stayed  obscured 
outside  the  group.  "  W  hom  are  you  with,  Nettie?  "  Rhoda 
Ammidon  asked;  and  when  she  admitted  that  she  was 
alone  the  elder,  with  vi.-ible  disapproval,  asserted: 

"That  won't  do  at  all  in  this  rough  assembly.  I  must 
see  that  you  are  taken  (are  of."  She  hesitated,  with  a 
slight  frown  on  her  handsome  brow.  "  But  you  will  want 
to  see  the  rest  of  the  fireworks.  Yes,  what  you  must  do  is 
to  come  over  to  our  steps,  the  view  from  there  is  fairly 
good,  and  the-   ome  one  can  walk  home  with  you." 

They  moved  resolutely  forward,  giving  Nettie  Vollar 
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no  oj)portunity  for  protest,  the  expression  of  wli.it  slu? 
miL;Iit  pn  ur;  and,  uitli  >n  m.  ny  ih  '  rmimd  minds,  she 
drup|K'd  -ilcmiy  into  tluir  pn),i,'riv->.  Slic  v.a.-i  Ijoide 
Rlioila  Aimiiiduii,  thv  ^irl-.  tr(Kjpi.i|  uii  Uctore,  and  the  men 
—  Gerrit  Ammidon  —  followed.  Her  [x'uce  of  mind  had 
been  broken  into  a  iiuiiilr.  tl  ii  If  U-n  i'  d  iloui)ls  and  acute 
que-tif)ii<.  Sliv  \\  i  Iu'd  th  it  -ue  had  dii  lined  to  wilh 
tlieni  the  iiivit.:ti(in,  n  .,  cdniiii  ;nd,  had  been  a  tr-  ism, 
realh.  Now,  after  -u  !on,L',  it  wasn't  nccessarj'  for  them 
to  become  suddenly  re^ponsible  for  her. 

The  happiness  of  the  day  s.  i  1  a  little.  thoiiLjht..  of  her 
mother  and  ^raiulfalher  ;,iid  Tiu 'e  I'.d  ward  r  tiirnol. 
liut,  at  the  san-.e  time,  she  reali  1  that  ^hc  wa.-  ne,.r  Ger- 
rit once  more.  This  made  a  confu-  a  of  her  emotions 
that  hid  what  she  most  felt  about  him.  It  wasn't  a  prox- 
imity that  meant  anything,  how<  \  cr;  it  had  been  atterly 
different  wlun  he  eame  to  see  her  beforv  his  marriage.' 
Vi  t,  ju.-t  thv  fart  of  ins  being  clo^c  behind  her,  and  tliat 
she  would  be  on  the  steps  at  '  e  Ammidont'  with  him, 
undoubtedly  had  a  power  to  stir    er  heart. 

It  brought,  like  her  e:aefree  excu!  -ion,  a  certain  momen- 
tary glow.  .;  v.arnuh,  withui  rel.ition  to  what  had  gone 
before  or  !i.  ;;ht  loUov  ;  there  was  the  same  [uality  of 
momentary'  re.st,  rcfre.-i'  lent.  complete  and  isolated  as  a 
jewel  in  a  ring.  She  didn't  analyze  it  further;  but  drifted 
with  the  vigorous  ch  ittering  tide  of  the  Ammidons. 

They  .irrivetl  at  the  inipre  -  ive  entrance  or-  ii  on  a  '  '""h 
dim  interior.  Jeremy  and  William  Ammidon  went  in, 
Rhoda  lingered  while  .i  ch;;ir  was  l;rought  for  her,  and 
Sidsall  and  Camilla,  Laurel  and  Janer  ranged  themselves 
facing  the  Square.    Gerrit  Imn"  silent  in  the  doorwav. 
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"  Perhaps  Tao   Yuen  will  cwne  down,"  Rhodu  Ammi- 

(lon  suggt'>tnl,  ai  Nvttii  throat  was  pinchal  ..t  the  pcs- 
sil»ilify  of  ;.rini;  'uriii^  C'l.ui!  l  .mI'c.  "ut  !.c  Jiv-wcrcd 
shorliy  in  the  ilivo.  'l  .^ou  \'ikii  prcii-.n-d  to  stay  in 
her  room;  tlic  vitu  from  her  window  was  better  than  this. 
The  latter  wa:->  easily  |)o-Mljle,  f  r  hen.'  the  set  pieces  were 
almost  unintelligible:  an  iln|lre^^iv•e  beehive  could  be  seen 
>uiTounilod  by  .•-warinitv;  'zold  n  bt cs,  a  [i\  '•ami  !  of  Roman 
candles  di>chargLd  tht.ir  ru  lies  of  (oiorcd  balls  and 
streamers;  but  the  bombardment  of  Vera  Cruz  was  a  cau-e 
of  bitter  complaint  to  the  children. 

The  liicworks  Ii  id  cea.sid  to  Inve  tlic  -lightest  signifi- 
(  aiK  o  for  X.ttie;  -he  \va  Uixm  iai  ni','  i  i  ihe  -l.  .vity  of  the 
.\mmidon  steps  and  eoiMpmy.  It  -,\iiud  to  her  that  an 
actual  air  of  ease  rolled  out  over  her  from  within.  Seen 
from  her  place  of  vantage  the  great  throng  in  the  Square 
was  without  feature,  the  passcr^-by  on  i'Ua-ant  Sireii  — 
as  Edward  Dun.-a<k  and  iK-r-iIf  h;;il  been  — w^re  unim- 
portant. The  ina-Mve  portico  iiid  dignitied  fence,  the 
sense  of  spaciousness  and  gardens  and  lofty  formal  ceil- 
ings, the  feeling  ot"  One  silks  and  round  dear  direct  voices, 
of  servants  for  e\  ■  ■  ;•  ing,  evor>'onc,  tnm-c ended  in  fone 
all  her  specu'  .  She  wi-  fainili  i  — uho     a-n't  in 

Salctri'- —  ..  '  t  meaning  ol  the  hou-e"  name,  Java 
Head.    It  was  more,  quite  heaven. 

Thouil'ts  of  GiTfit  winged  in  and  out  oi  her  mind  like 
'.vaywa'.'  birds  -ihe  turned  wii'>  studii'd  car  ion  anc! 
gluKci'  iftly  but  inti  nth' at  im  of  h'  ■  ouritonance 
as  she  could  .-ee.  iier  memoiy  vividly  -upplied  the  rest. 
There  wasn't  another  like  it  —  one  so  clear  and  COTSpelling 
to  read  —  in  the  world. 
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The  past  in  whiili  he  ii;ui  liad  a  part  seemed  like  an 
irapo.s.-^il^iy  liajjpy  dream.  Sliv  ua.-  hardly  able  lu  Ijclicve 
that  he  had  been  in  their  .sitting  room,  walked  v>  illi  lier  in 
the  evening  to  the  gra^i.sy  edge  of  the  harbor,  or  held  her 
fingers  in  his  hard  cool  grasp.  Now  she  wondered  if  he 
were  contented.  She  couldn't  quite  decide  from  glimpses 
of  his  face;  but  somcihiiii;  that  liad  nothing  to  do  with 
vision  disturbed  her  with  the  certainty  that  he  was 
troubled.  It  might  mean  unhappiness,  but  she  wasn't 
sure. 

"  Now  there  go  the  arches!  "  a  young  voice  exclaimed, 
and  I  just  can't  see  anything.  VouM  never  know  at  all 
it  was  a  tem[)le  of  l  igl.t  columns.  Oh,  look  —  there's  a 
number  coming  out,  '  July  fourth,  seventeen  seventy-six,' " 
A  tide  of  hand  clapping  swept  over  the  dark  masses. 
"No,"  Laurel  continuid.  "'that's  Sulera.  .  .  .  It's  Wash- 
ington, no.  General  'j'  lylor." 

The  amazing  day,  Nettie  realized,  was  over,  the  people 
flowed  back  through  the  gates  like  a  lake  breaking  in 
streams  frc»n  its  bank;  there  was  a  stir  on  the  steps. 
Looking  up  ^lic  .-aw  that  the  .>t  irs  were  oljscured,  and  a  low 
rumble  of  thuiukr  .-oundcd  from  .i  di.-tance,  a  llash  lit  the 
horizon.  Now  she  niu.st  go  back,  return  to  Hardy  Street, 
to  her  bitter  grandfather  like  an  iron  statue  eaten  by  rust 
and  storms,  to  Edward  Dunsack  following  her  with  his 
drugging  feet  and  thin  insinuatiiig  voice,  to  her  hopeless 
mother. 

'  it's  the  powder,  '  she  heard,  about  what  she  had  no 
conception.  Rhoda  Ammidon  turned  decidedly  to  her. 
"It  was  nice  to  have  you,  Nettie,"  she  declared;  "but 
we  must  see  about  getting  you  safely  home.    The  carriage 
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would  bo  l)0.~t  since  it's  threatening  rain."  She  didn't, 
she  rej)lied,  Wcint  to  give  thein  .-^o  much  bother,  she  often 
went  on  errands  after  su])per,  she  d  be  all  right  — 

"Nonsense,"  Mrs,  Anunidon  interrupted  impatiently. 
Then  Gerrit  advanced  from  the  doorway.  "  I'll  walk 
down  witli  luT,"  he  said  almost  roughly.  "  No  need  to 
take  tlie  horses  out  .so  late."  Nettie  N'ollar  thought  that 
his  sister-in-law's  mouth  tightened  in  protest,  but  he  gave 
them  no  chance  for  further  argument.  He  descended  the 
steps  with  a  quick  grinding  tread,  and  she  was  forced  to 
hurry  through  her  acknowledgments  in  order  to  overtake 
him. 

The  night  at  once  absorbed  them. 

The  air,  charged  with  the  fumes  of  gunpowder  and 
rumblin,  with  low  intermittent  thunder,  was  oppressive 
and  disturbing.  Gerrit'>  head  was  exactly  of)posite  her 
own,  and  >iie  could  see  his  profile,  pale  and  .-till,  moving 
on  a  chan!.'ing  dark  background.  He  walked  with  the 
short  firm  stride  men  acquire  on  the  unsteady  decks  of 
vessels,  swinging  his  arms  but  slightly.  Neither  spoke. 
Tiie  rain.  Nettie  saw,  was  hanging  off;  proI)a!,lv  it  would 
not  reach  Salem.  Washington  Square  wa.-?  alreadx  em|)tv 
except  for  a  small  obscure  stir  by  the  scaffolding  for  the 
fireworks.  A  murmur  of  young  voices  came  from  a  door 
on  Bath  Street.  Such  minute  observations  filled  lu  r  mind; 
beneath  their  -urface  she  was  conscious  of  a  deoj),  a 
fathomless,  turmoil.  It  was  a  curious  .H'nsation,  (urious 
because  she  couldn't  tell  whether  it  was  hapjiine-s  or 
miser>'.  One  now  exactly  resembled  the  other  to  Nettie 
Volla'r. 

She  grasped,  however,  op  -  diOVrence  —  it  was  happiness 
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now,  the  mi -cry  heloiim.'d  to  to-morrow.  Hut  '  \.nly 
that  la-t  uiinali/.  (1  fi  1  -at  .-ice  immaterial  and  the 
mo-t  kaden  rcalil\  ut  ail  —  lost  il>  weight.  I'hc  "greater 
freedom  hhc  had  lately  grown  i:}to  became  an  abiiolute  !n- 
(liiurence,  a  half  willful  and  half  automatic  shutting 
of  h  r  eM'N  to  ever  .  Mnng  iiut  the  present,  the  actuality  of 
Gerrit  Aminidnii  li\  Irt  .-ide     She  wanted  him 

to  .speak,  .M)  that  -lie  louid  di-(over  his  thoughts,  feelmgs; 
yet  she  was  reluctant  to  have  their  companionship  of 
sileiiie  liroken:  word--,  ahno-t  all  the  possible  terms  she 
could  imagine,  would  only  emphasize  the  distance  between 
them. 

She  was  thinking  uf  one  now  —  a  word  he  had  never 
pronounced,  but  which  she  felt  had  been,  however  ob- 
.Hurely,  at  die  back  of  the  attention  he  had  paid  her:  love. 
It  was  a  ijueer  tliinir.  It  -eemed  to  Le  —  ever\(;ne  .igrecd 
that  It  was  —  ol"  the  greate-t,  pi  i  h:ip>  the  tir.-t,  importarce; 
and  yet  all  sorts  of  odier  considerations,  some  insignifi- 
cant and  others  moan  and  more,  yes  —  cowardly,  held  it 
in  (Ii.ik,  drove  't  iKuk  out  of  .-ight,  as  you  might  iiur- 
rii'dls-  -hut  some  shabby  object  iqto  a  closet  at  tlie  arrival 
of  vi-itors. 

"How  have  you  l;)een?''  he  demanded  in  the  <rupt 
voice  of  the  expre-Mon  of  his  determination  to  'ce  her 

home  Will  un  ti  ji,  ^he  a-  ini-d  lnm,  if  he  mt  it  lier 
lieaith.  He  gl  inted  ,'t  her  with  -uinher  e\ es.  "  \  •  .iho- 
gether,"'  he  admitted;  '  it  uuiudid  \<jur  family,  things 
generally." 

"'I  hey  arc  as  bad  as  ibl.  .'•  ^lu-  told  him.  She 
ndmittcd  tlii^  franklv.  i  p.,rt  <ji  Iut  i  ntire  urrend.  ■  the 
monieiit.  (arel<  -s  of  huw  it  niinlii  atii-d  liim.    "  Ihey 
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would  be,"'  ho  muttered  savagely.  *'  It\  a  habit  . 
here."  'I  lk-  "  liert,"  -he  !;ik'a,  n  terred  to  hie  on  ^horc; 
his  gloomy  attitude  toward  the  m.uKi^ement  and  affairs  of 
the  hind  had  caused  her  a  great  deal  of  precious  laughter. 
He  had  revealed  a  most  astonishing  ignorance  of  neces- 
sities thic  <he  had  understood  instiiu  liwly  when  hardly 
more  than  a  child;  and  this  sinii)]i(  ity  had,  as  mudi  as 
anything,  brought  her  affeition  for  him  to  life.  At  tlie 
same  time  she  in  particular  had  felt  tin  ju-tiee  of  a  great 
many  of  hi.s  charges.  But  no  >iie  could  rea'^onably  ho|)e 
for  the  -nrt  of  world  —  a  world  as  or.lcrly  and  trim  -."^  that 
of  a  nari'jw  >lii|)  —  he  tlioULzlit  -hduKl  In-  broiiL'lit  ahout  \iy 
a  mere  command.  Nettie  wi.shed  that  it  could!  She 
sighed,  gazing  at  him. 

"Then  it's  no  better  than  before?"  he  asked,  adding, 
with  a  de-cri[)tive  m-turc:  "the  town  and  people?" 

"  I  h  inily  s[)(,'ak  to  ten  ni  a  year,  outside  the  stores  and 
like  that.  Of  course  llicy  nod  going  into  church,  or  a 
lady,  I  mean  really,  your  sister-in-law,  will  say  something 
nice,  even  do  what  you  saw  to-night.  Though  it's  the 
first  time  anything  like  thiit  has  happened." 

She  caught  a  n.'pre>>cd  hitter  oath. 

"  I  -uppo^e  I'll  get  used  to  it,  "  -he  continued.  "  No, 
I  won't,"  she  added  differently;  "  never,  never,  never." 

"  If  you  were  a  man  now  — "  he  said  with  an  incredible 
Stupiditv. 

Sho  --eel  an'j;rilv  if  he'd  railicr  h  w  lu  r  a  man; 

tliere  had  been  a  time,  Nettie  reiki  v>heu  .--uth  a  i)os- 
sibility  would  have  stirred  him  to  violent  protest.  And 
this  l,ro  I  'lit  Hit  the  reflection  that,  while  at  one  time  he 
might  hive  cared  for  her,  mvA  ['<  rliaps  he  was  merely  sorry 
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for  her  unh:\ppiness.  Yes,  tlii-  mu-t  ]>c  it  She  had  a 
raonu-ntury  fatal  iinpul.-o  to  tlirow  h.u  k  at  him  >(oriifully 
any  suth  small  kii.diK-.-,-.  She  didn't,  .she  told  herself, 
want  condescending;  sympathy.  Wliat  silenced  her  was  the 
sudden  knowledr;e  uuit  she  did;  she  wanted  anything  what- 
scx'ver  from  Gerrit  Ammidon.  Tiie  fact  that  he  had  a 
Chinese  wife  was  powerlc'^s  to  alter  her  feelinq  in  the 
smallest  degree.  On  the  contrary,  she  was  shocked  to 
find  that  it  had  increased  immensely,  it  was  growing  with 
every  minute. 

She  wondered  drearily  if  her  stul)bom  love  —  the  term 
UxA  its  [)lace  without  remark  in  the  pnxe-^ion  of  her 
thoughts  —  for  Gerrit  didn't,  in  spite  of  her  protest  to 
the  contrary,  stamp  her  as  cjuite  bad.  Perhaps  her  grand- 
father was  right  about  them  all  —  her  mother  and  Uncle 
Edward  and  herself,  and  they  were  wi^Ked,  lost!  The 
energy  with  whiili  ■'he  liad  combated  thi--  diarge  now 
faced  by  the  cin  uni.slance  of  iier  realized  aflection  for  a 
man  married  to  some  one  else,  even  Chinese,  wavered.  All 
the  cheerful  influences  of  the  day,  rising  to  the  supreme 
tramidil  hour  on  the  .Xmmidun  porch,  sank  to  dejection;  it 
was  like  the  lli'jht  of  the  rix  kets. 

She  walked  Ii?tle.-sly,  her  brain  was  numb;  sht  was 
terribly  tired.  Gerrit  Ammidon  s  head  was  bent  and  she 
was  unable  to  see  his  expression.  He  might  even  have 
forgotten,  by  the  token  of  his  self-absorbed  prepress,  that 
slie  wa-i  at  his  side. 

"  There's  going  to  be  a  stir  in  Ammidon,  Ammidon  and 
Saltonstone,"  he  s;iid  presently,  "  when  my  father  hears 
of  the  new  program.  Everything  is  turning  to  the  fast- 
est California  runs  possible.    William  and  James  Sal- 
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ton-tone  want  me  to  take  conimanf'  of  a  clipper.  But  I 
find  I'm  lik(.  my  fatliir,  Xcttic;  all  my  cxpcriLnce  has 
been  in  the  East  anil  the  Cliina  servii c  I'm  used  to  it. 
I'd  never  get  on  navigatin^L;  a  passenger  boat,  a  packet 
ship,  from  Boston  to  San  Francisco  and  San  Francisco  to 
Boston.  The  other  -  in  my  bU)od,  too — running  the 
northeast  trades  to  Brazil  and  coming  up  into  the  south- 
west passage  winds  for  the  ("a[)c  of  G(jud  Hope.  A  long 
reach  nearly  to  Australia  and  tlien  north  again  to  the  In- 
dian Ocean  and  southeast  trades. 

"  I'm  fit  for  that,  for  long  voyage-,  a  blue-water  sailor 
and  all  it  means;  but  battering  back  anil  forward  round 
the  Horn  with  my  deck  cluttered  up  by  pro>pectors 
and  shore  crews  the  mates  would  have  to  slam  into  the 
rigging  — !  "  His  exclamation  refused  every  face  of  such 
a  possibility.  She  understood  his  necessity  completely; 
ami  the  brief  account  of  sudi  far  happy  journeys,  safe  from 
everything  that  Salem  had  come  to  mean  for  her,  filled 
her  with  longing. 

"  I'm  beginning  to  see,"  he  took  up  again  the  self-ex- 
amination, "  that  I  am  to  blame  for  a  good  deal  that  I've 
found  fault  with  in  others.  I  mean  that  I'm  a  different 
variety  of  animal,  and,  naturally,  no  judge  of  the  kinds 
of  holes  they  live  in  or  the  way  their  affairs  are  managed." 

"  You  are  worlds  better  I  "  she  cried. 

He  turned  to  her,  obvii  I'jiy  startled,  and  she  held  for  a 
long  br.  ath  his  unguarded  intense  gaze.  "  Not  vcr)-  use- 
ful, I  am  afraid,"  he  replied  at  la.-t;  "  not  to-day,  anyhow. 
I  belong  to  a  life  that  is  dying,  Nettie;  mark  my  words, 
dying  if  not  already  dead.  And  I'm  newfangled  to  my 
father.    It  goes  as  quicklv  as  that." 
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This  was  a  fresh  raood  to  all  hor  knowlcdgL-  of  lii-  iin- 
paticiit  arroi;aiK\.',  ajul  one  that  .sent  lier  to  hiia  in  a 
passionate  uiiperccivcd  emotion,  'i  iicy  had  arrived  at  her 
home  and  were  waiting  aimless  and  silent.  Beyond,  the 
gate  to  the  yard  was  standing  open,  and  Nettie  saw  that 
his  discovery  of  the  fact  had  occurred  at  the  identical 
moment  of  her  own.  Slie  made  an  involuntary  movement 
forward  and  he  followed  her  throut^h  to  the  l)lurretl  tan-le 
of  bushes  and  bare  trodden  earth.  Mutely  they  turned  to 
the  sod  spread  at  the  harbor. 

Tlic  thunder  had  din!  away,  hut  pale  sheet-;  of  relleeted 
lightniii-  hovered  at  -Iiort  interval-  low  in  tlu'  sky. 
Directly  above  tliem  stars  -lione  a.^ain.  The  wiiuKnv  of 
the  sitting  room  still  bore  the  illumination  of  tiie  hinip 
within;  and  Nettie  could  picture  her  mother,  with  stained 
and  roufifh  hands  hxic  on  their  wrists,  opjwsite  Dar^il 
Dunsack's  i^aunt  sit  (ountenan(e. 

"  You  said  sometliing  aiiout  things  as  bad  as  ix).-.-il)le." 
In  a  level  voice  she  told  him  about  her  discover}'  of 
Edward  nuii~a(k  uncon.>^cious  in  his  black  wrap  on  the 
bid.     '•  1  thought  he  had  died,"  she  repe.ited  almo.^t 
monotonously:  "  he  h  nl  suili  a  yr!Io-v  .uone  look." 

"  But  th.it  lan't  be  allowed:  "  he  cried.  "  Vou  mustn't 
see  it.  Indecent,  worse.  The  beast  will  have  to  ije  re- 
moved. Xo  one  will  hear  of  his  staying  about  with  two 
women  ;ind  a  laiiatical  old  man."  Slie  was  afraid  t'lat  he 
would  go  into  ihe  house  .it  on(  e  and  .ip[K-ar  with  her  iin.  le, 
very  much  in  die  manner  of  a  dog  with  a  rat.  lier  sense 
of  a  worldly  knowledge,  a  philosophy  of  realization,  far 
deeper  than  his  own  returned.  Thing.s  couldn't  be  dis- 
posed of  in  that  easy  manner:  it  was  probable  that  they 
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couldn't  be  disposed  of,  righttil,  at  all.    Her  mother,  with 

her  help,  must  tontiiuK'  to  \a<:\>  Harzil's  lionu-:  liicrc  was 
no  otluT  plan'  for  Kdwaicl  Duii-.uk  to  j^o.  lie  won't 
iiurt  u-,""  rhj  viid  vaguely.  "  It's  jn-iiu ipally  l);id  for  him. 
Then,  at  first,  I  didn't  know.    Vou  get  used  to  so  much." 

He,  Gerrit  AnimiJon,  wtHildn't  have  it,  he  asserted  in  a 
IkM'i^'d  roturn  of  his  familiar  ilirtatorial  manner.  The 
i\11m\v  wduM  he  out  of  there  to-morrow.  It  was  a  damned 
uniuduraiilc  outram  ! 

She  smiled  softly  and  laid  a  momentarj'  hand  on 
his  sleeve.    " '1  nothinjj,  Cu  rn;;  nothing  conijiarcd 

to  t'lW  rest,  to  nie."'    He  frowned  down  at  her  out  of  the 

■■  \t  liat  am  I  to  do?  "  she  asked. 

He  again  eur.~ed  Salem  and  the  world  with  which 

he  h  id  [)ro(  iaimed  hini-^  li"  out  of  date  and  sympathy, 
'riii.-,  while  it  ( ><!ii:iiuiU' ..tid  to  her  a  a-rtain  warm  com- 
fort, re.-olved  tiinhiii;^,  made  no  re|)iy  to  h«.r  (juestion.  To- 
morrow offered  precisely  the  same  liofX-'less  outlook  of 
yesterday.  No  an.-i\ver  from  Gerrit,  Gerrit  married,  was 
possible.    She  s  iw  that. 

"  I'm  not  fit  to  .','()  around  on  land  1  liundiTini;  and  set- 
ting tongues  to  el.tpijing,"  lie  dedartd.  "  I  ouglit  to  he 
locked  in  my  cabin  when  the  siiip's  in  port,  and  let  out 
only  after  sail's  made  again." 

Shi-  heard  a  -light  movement  in  the  grass;  and  turning 
siKU  j'ly  iaUL;!it  the  vai..'ue  outline  of  a  man.  the  thin  un- 
.suh>tantial  >li  ip<'  of  Kilward  Dunsack.  He  vanished  im- 
mediately; Gerrit,  absorlu'd  in  bitter  thought,  had  missed 
him.  Strangely  her  uncle  <»ly  f.lled  her  mind  with  the 
image  of  China,  the  China  that  had  ruined  him,  and 
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which,  too,  in  the  form  of  a  woman,  a  Manchu,  had  de- 
stroyed the  hope  of  any  a<.ici)tal)lf  existence  of  her  own. 

"Great  pretensions  and  idiotic  re>ults,"  he  went  on; 

"  no  ballast.    Take  what  your  grandfadier  said  to  nu  

nothing  in  that  unexpected  or  to  drive  a  man  off.  Yet  off 
I  go  -ind — '■  he  halti'd  oddly,  just  as  her  breath  was  sus- 
pended at  the  admittance  which  she  was  certain  must  fol- 
low.   But  he  fell  into  another  i,dnomint;  silence. 

After  all,  she  couldn't  e.\i)ect  him  to  continue  that  de- 
velopment. A  different  man  might;  and  Nettie  wasn't 
sure  of  her  refu-al  to  listen  ...  to  the  end.  But  she 
was  familiar  witli  Gerrit's  unl.endinc;  conception  of  the 
necessity  of  truth  alone.  If  he  married  a  woman,  yellow, 
black,  anythine,  he  would  perlonn  tlie  obligation  to  the 
entire  lioundary  .f  his  promise.  Good  and  bad  seemed 
equall\  u  •  !  aiMin  t  !..  r.  Little  flashes  of  resentment 
struck  tlirou},'h  her  leaden  conviction  that  all  this  was 
usek>s. 

"  I  must  be  of  some  u:e  to  you." 

But,  Nettie  realized,  there  was  only  one  way  in  which 
he  could  hel[)  her;  only  one  thin;^  she  wanted  —  could 
take  —  from  li m.  She  was  terntud  ;il  the  completeness 
with  which  love  had  pov>e.--ed  her.  ina..in'_  everv  otiier 
fact  and  consideration  of  little  interest  or  iiiiportance. 
Suddenly  it  seemed  as  if  she  were  l:»eing  swept  by  an  over- 
whelming current  farther  and  farther  out  from  safety  into 
a  Iw   omless  immensity  that  would  claim  her  lii  ^. 

"•  \  et,"  he  cried,  "  il"  Ilift  a  liand.  her, ,  in  Sal.  ni,  if  I  as 
n»ach  as  cross  the  street  to  speak  to  you  —  the  clapping 
toBi'iics!  I  cnn  do  you  nothing  but  harm.  Though 
RhfMia  might—" 
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"  I  don't  want  your  Rhodu!  "  lit  interrupncd  passion- 
alily.  "  I've  nianai^cd  williuul  tlicm  all  up  to  now."  He 
raised  his  arms  in  a  hopclcs.s  gesture.  "  Xotliing's  to  \)C 
done,"  she  concluded.  "  I  saw  that  all  along;  that  is,  this 
last  time." 

"It's  late,'  he  muttered  absently;  "you  have  had  a 
day."  He  turned  me( haiiit ally  and  moved  away  from  the 
indefinite  i>latk  rim  of  the  harbor.  The  lamp  in  the  sitting 
room  had  been  extinguished,  the  house  was  dark.  A  brief 
embarrassment  seized  her  as  he  stood  trying  vainly  to  find 
something  confident,  even  ade<|uate,  to  say  for  farewell. 
And  as  the  stir  of  his  foo'falls  died  away  u\)  Hardy 
Street  the  memory  of  his  last  futile  vvord-^  niui-iafd  her 
laboring  heart. 

She  turned  and  faced  Edward  Dunsack,  advancing 
from  an  ol)--,  urity  deeper  than  the  rest,  il,  mu  M!red 
approvingly,  he  caught  words  of  commend:;tu";  aid  un- 
speakable reassurance.  She  hurried  away  blindly,  sick 
to  the  inmost  depths  of  her  being.  The  morning,  when 
she  had  tied  her  gay  bonnet  ribbons  and  started  out  with 
the  srarUt  iri'  rino  shawl  on  her  arm,  seemed  to  belong  to 
a  long,  long  time  ago,  to  a  girl.  .  .  .  'I'he  popping  of  a 
final  :triug  of  firecrackers  died  outside. 
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THE  dejection,  the  sense  of  a  difference  that  held 
from  him  any  comprc'liin>i(,;i  of  the  vast  maze 
of  short-  hfc,  ixT>i-,tcd  a-  Gtrrit  Ammidon 
walked  toward  liome.    It  was  such  an  unusual  feeling  that 
he  was  conscious  of  it;  he  examined  and  speculated  ui)on 
his  despondency  as  if  it  had  been  something  actually 
before  liim.     The  re-ult  of  tliis  was  a  still  increased  dis- 
turbance.   He  (li.hrt  like  null  stran-e  (jualities  arbi- 
trarily forcing  their  way  into  hi.^  ijeing  —  he  had  the  navi- 
gator's necessity  for  a  clear  understanding  of  the  combined 
elements  within  and  without  which  resulted  in  a  har- 
monious, or  at  1    -t  [)reflict:iblc.  movement.    lie  distrusted 
all  fogs.    In  a  manner  th.'  course  before  him  was  plain 
—  married  to  Taou  Yuen,  shipmaster  in  liis  family's  firm, 
he  had  simple  duties  to  perform,  no  part  of  which  included 
sailing  in  strange  or  dangerous  waters;  yet  though  this  was 
beyond  argumi-nt  he  was  -u]]  tnxiMi.l  l,v  a  great  number 
of  uni)]e;isant  condition-  of  mind  and  ob-rure  jiressures. 

Gradually,  however,  his  normal  indignation  returned, 
the  contempt  for  a  society  without  perceptible  justice,  cen- 
tered [)rincipally  in  what  Nettie  Vollar  had  had  from  life. 
This,  he  assured  himself,  wasn't  l.c  -use  he  was  in  any 
way  involved  with  hvr:  but  becau-e  it  w.i-  <[uh  a  tbn^rant 
case.  She  was  a  very  nice  girl.  It  wa>  entirely  allow- 
able that  he  should  admit  that.  As  a  fact,  he  warmly 
felt  that  he  was  her  frl,  n  l:  the  past  justified,  no,  in- 
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^i>ti  d  on,  th  It  least.  He  wondered  exactly  how  fond 
lu  had  hi'-n  of  hiT  —  in  other  wonl^,  liow  near  he  had 
tome  to  marrying?  her.  It  had  lavn  ;»n  ohvious  possibility, 
decidedly;  but  the  deiire  had  never  become  actual.  No, 
his  feeling  for  her  had  never  broken  the  bounds  of  a 
natural  likini,'  iind  a  desire  to  secure  decent  treatment  for 
Ikt.    The  1  i.-t  had  l)ien  vain. 

If  his  ment  il  scarJiin^  had  ended  there  it  would  have 
presented  no  difficulties,  created  no  foj;;  but,  unfortunately, 
there  was  another  element  which  he  admitted  with  great 
reliK  tarn  t',  aii  ii:li(irii  di  iKriifort  AltliMimh  l:e  had  been 
<  lear  about  what  h  :d  ac  tually  li  ippeiied  witli  Nettie  there 
was  reasonable  doubt  that  tlie  same  limitations  had 
oiwrated  with  her.  Briefly  she  had  missed  him  more  than 
he  had  realized.  He  explained  this  to  his  sense  of  innate 
ma-culine  diftldeiue  bv  t'l  ■  Idiuline'^s  of  her  days.  She 
hadini-  d  him  .  .  .  .-oim  tlili!-,' w  ithin  whispered  that  slie 
still  did.    Women,  he  remembered  hearing,  were  like  that. 

In  the  liuht,  the  possibility,  of  this  he  saw  that  he  had 
done  h(T  a  i^re  it  wnniL'. 

It  had  been  his  danmed  headlonir  i'.;noranrc  of  the  dan- 
Rcrous  (|uality  of  life,  the  irre:^|"/n-ibility  of  a  diild  with 
gunpowder.  With  all  this  in  lli^  mind  it  .seemed  doubly 
imperative  that  he  should  do  something  for  her;  he  owed 
her,  he  was  fore  fl  to  aihnit,  more  than  a  mere  impersonal 
consideration.  Ul-  tliou-bt-;  returned  unijidden  to  the 
fact  that  ."^he  —  .>he  had  liked  him.  He  in-i.-ted  almost 
angrily  on  the  pa.st  tense,  but  it  surjirised  him  and  gave 
him  a  perceptible  warm  glow.  Nettie  was  verj'  pleasing: 
ho  inferred  that  she  was  a  creature  of  deep  emotions,  affec- 
tions. 
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At  this  he  shook  himself  abruptly  —  such  things  were 

not  permi»ihlc,  Gcrrit  Kit  a  >\vift  sense  of  shame;  they 
injured  Xittie.  His  .'iiind  shifted  to  Taou  Yuen.  He 
found  her  asleep  on  the  da}-  bed  she  preferred,  her  elab- 
orate headdress  resting  above  the  narrow  pillow  of  black 
wicker.  He  could  distinguish  her  face,  pallid  in  the  blue 
gloom,  and  a  delicate,  lialf-sliut  hand.  He  was  flooded 
with  the  intense  admiration  which  increasingly  formed  his 
chief  thought  of  her;  this,  with  the  obvious  racial  dif- 
ference, put  her,  as  it  were,  on  an  elevation  —  a  beauti- 
fully lacquered  vase  above  his  own  blundering  person. 
She  was  calm,  serious  and  cood.  in  the  absolute  Western 
definitions  of  those  terms;  she  ha.d  her  emotions  under 
faultless  control.  Taou  Yuen  should  be  an  ideal  wife  for 
any  man;  she  was,  he  corrected  the  form  sharply.  All 
that  he  knew  of  her  was  admirable;  the  part  which  con- 
stantly baffled  him  didn't  touch  their  relationship. 

It  was  reasonable  to  expect  small  differences  between 
her  and  Salem:  at  times  her  calm  chilled  him  by  a  swift 
glimpse  of  utter  coldness,  at  times  he  would  have  liked  her 
gravity  to  melt  into  something  less  than  ivory  perfection; 
even  her  goodness  had  oppressed  him.  The  last  hadn't  the 
human  quality  of,  for  example.  Nettie  Vollar's  goodness, 
colored  by  rebellion,  torn  b)-  doubt,  and  yet  triumphing. 

If  he  only  understood  the  three  religions  of  China,  if  he 
were  an  intellectual  man,  Gerrit  realized,  he  could  have 
grasped  lii<  wife  more  fully.  He  was  completely  iqnorani 
of  Chinese  history,  of  all  the  forces  that  had  united  to  form 
Taou  Yuen.  For  instance:  he  was  unable  to  reconcile 
her  elevated  spirit  with  the  "  absurd  superstitions  "  that 
influenced  almost  her  ever\  act  —  the  enormous  number  of 
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lucky  and  unlucky  days,  the  coin  hung  on  his  bed,  the 
yellow  chanii  al^aiIl^t  ^itkness  and  red  against  evil  spirits; 
only  yesterday  <\k  had  Imriit  a  paper  form  representing 
thunder  and  drunk  it?  ashes  in  a  cup  of  tea.  She  was 
tremendously  in  earnest  about  the  evil  spirits  —  they  were, 
she  maintained,  lurking  everywhere,  in  all  shapes  and  de- 
grees of  harm.  Edward  Dunsack  was  possessed,  she  de- 
clared; ljut  he  had  jiointed  out  that  0[)ium  wa<  a  sufficient 
explanation  of  anything  evil  in  him,  and  that  it  was 
unnecessary  to  look  for  a  more  fantastic  reason. 

He  lay  awake  for  a  comparatively  long  while,  as  he  had 
several  times  lately,  divided  between  his  consciousness  and 
the  regular  breathing  of  his  wife.  If  the  past  had  brought 
Nettie  Vollar  to  depend  on  him  in  some  slight  degree  Taou 
Yuen  did  so  absolutely:  except  for  him  she  was  lost  in  a 
strange  world.  Yet  Taou  Yuen  didn't  seem  helpless  in  the 
manner  of  Nettie.  He  had  once  before  thought  of  the 
former  as  finely  tem])ered  metal.  Her  transcendent  resig- 
nation, with  its  consequent  lack  of  sympathetic  contact 
with  the  imperfect  humanity  of  —  well,  Nettie,  gave 
Taou  Yuen  a  dangerous  freedom  from  all  that  bound 
Salem  in  comparative  safety. 

He  dressed  fir.-^t,  as  usual,  in  the  morning,  while  she 
stirred  only  enough  to  get  her  pipe  and  tobacco,  on  the 
floor  at  her  side.  Outside,  the  elms  were  losing  their  fresh 
greenness  in  the  dusty  film  of  midsummer;  the  Square 
held  an  ugly  litter  from  the  fireworks  of  last  evening. 
William,  too,  was  al)out,  but  he  was  unconimunirative,  his 
brow  scored  in  a  frown.  Their  father,  always  down  be- 
fore the  others,  had  returned  from  the  inspection  of  his 
trees,  and  was  tramping  back  and  forth  in  the  library. 
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The  elder  seemed  unrestcd  by  the  night,  his  skin,  as  Rhoda 
had  pointed  out,  w  as  baggy. 

"  Now  tliat  tlie  Xitulihis  is  afloat  again,"  Jeremy  Am- 
midon  said,  "'you'll  want  to  be  at  sea."  Examining  this 
natural  conclusion,  Gerrit  was  -iirjjrised,  startled,  to  find 
that  it  was  no  longer  true.  For  the  first  time  in  his  mem- 
ory he  was  not  anxious  to  be  under  sail.  This  of  course 
was  cau-ed  l)y  a  natural  perplexity  about  Taou  Yuen's 
conil'ort  and  h  i[)i)ine-s. 

"  I  don't  know  what  the  firm's  plan.-  are  for  me,"  he 
answered  cautiously.  "  There  is  some  talk  of  taking  me 
out  of  the  China  trade  for  tlic  California  runs.  I 
shouldn't  like  that." 

Jeremy  was  turning  at  his  secretary',  and  he  stopped  to 
pound  his  fist  on  its  narrow  ledge.  "  It's  that  damned 
Griffiths  again  and  his  cursed  jackknife  hulll  "  he  ex- 
claimed. The  dark  tide  suffused  his  countenance.  Ger- 
rit .studied  hirn  tiiou'.'htfull}- :  he  didn't  know  just  how 
much  William  had  }et  told  their  father  aI)out  the  sweep- 
ing changes  taking  place  in  Ammidon,  Ammidon  and 
Saltonstone.  He  did  see,  however,  that  it  was  unwise 
to  excite  the  old  gentleman  unduly. 

"  I  was  saying  only  yesterday,"  he  put  in  pacifically, 
"  that  you  and  myself  are  getting  to  be  old  models  — "  he 
broke  off  as  William  entered  the  library.  The  latter  evi- 
dently grasped  at  once  the  subject  of  their  discussion,  for 
he  went  on  in  a  firm  voice  somewhat  contradicted  by  a 
restrained  l)ur  paljiable  anxictv: 

"  Now,  f:  :i(T,  this  wa>  bound  to  come  up  and  vou 
must  sit  down  and  listen  (iuietl\."  The  elder,  on  the 
verge  of  a  tempestuous  replv,  constrained  himself  to  a 
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painful  attention.  "  It">  usek-.-  to  point  out  to  you  the 
beneficial  changes  in  sea  carrying,  for  you  are  certain  to 
deny  their  good  and  drag  out  the  past.  So  I  am  simply 
forced  to  tell  you  that  after  careful  consideration  we  have 
decided  to  line  the  firm  with  the  events  of  the  day  and  hold 
our  place  in  the  growing  pressure  of  competition.  This 
may  sound  ijrutal,  but  it  was  forced  on  us  by  the  attitude 
you  have  adopted.  Shortly,  this  is  what  we  intend,  in 
fact  are  doin.u;: 

"  Orders  have  been  j)laced  with  George  Raynes  at 
Portsmouth  and  Jackson  up  in  Boston  for  clippers  of  a 
thousand  and  twelve  hundred  tons  and  another  is  almost 
ready  to  be  launched  from  Curtis'  Chelsea  shipyard.  It 
oughtn't  to  be  necessar\-  to  call  your  attention  again  to  the 
fact  that  the  Si-<i  Witch  h:.s  brought  the  passage  from 
Hong  Kong  to  something  like  three  months.  The  profits 
of  the  California  trade  will  be  enormous  and  depend  en- 
tirely ou  speed. 

"  I'll  admit  that  this  is  a  big  thing,  it  will  cut  sharply 
into  our  funds  —  something  like  a  quarter  of  a  million 
dollars.  But,  if  you  will  be  patient  for  a  little  only,  I  can 
promise  that  you'll  see  astonishing  returns.  At  the  same 
time  we  have  no  intention  of  giving  up  China  and  India, 
but  we"ll  limit  our.-elves  more  cl(»-ely  in  the  nature  of  the 
cargoes,  practically  nothing  but  tea  unbroken  from  Canton 
to  Boston.  I'll  be  glad  to  go  into  all  this  in  detail  at 
the  countinghouse,  where  we  have  the  statistics  and  speci- 
fications." 

To  Gerrit's  surprise  Jeremy  Ammidon  s'lt  quietly  at 
the  end  of  William's  speeih;  he  wasn't  even  looking  at 
them,  but  had  his  gaze  bent  upon  the  floor.    TheiL  was  a 
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commandinc;,  even  impressive,  quality  in  his  silence  that 
forced  the  re>j)ect  of  Ijotli  his  sons.  More —  it  niiide  Ger- 
rit  overwhehningly  conscious  of  his  affection,  his  deep 
admiration,  for  his  father.  He  recalled  the  latter's  mem- 
orable voyage  in  the  little  Two  Capes  —  the  barque  of  two 
hundred  and  nine  tons  —  into  the  dangers,  so  imminent  to 
a  master,  of  uncomijrehended  waters  and  thuu>cinds  of 
miles  with,  for  the  most  part,  onl}'  the  sheerest  dead  reck- 
oning.   Jeremy  Ammidon  said  finally: 

"  If  it's  done  it's  done.  I  used  to  think  there  were  two 
Ammidons  in  the  firm,  not  *u  mention  Gerrit;  but  it  seems 
there's  only  one.  A  man  who  lias  never  hcen  to  sea." 
He  rose  and  marched,  slower  and  more  ponderous  than 
ever  before,  to  the  cupboard  where  he  kept  the  square  bot- 
tle of  Medford  rum;  there,  with  trembling  hands,  he  poured 
himself  out  a  measure.  He  shut  the  glass  door,  but  stood 
for  an  oppressive  si)ace  with  his  back  to  the  room,  seeing 
what  old  vision  of  struggle  or  accomplishment. 

"  I  suppose  I've  been  a  damned  nuisance  about  the 
countinghouse  for  a  long  time,"  he  pronounced,  turning. 
William  rose.  "  Vou  made  it,"  he  srid;  "  it's  you.  God 
forgive  me  if  I  have  been  im[)utient  or  forgetful  of  all  we 
owe  you."  There  was  a  stir  of  skirts  in  the  doorway,  and 
Rhoda  entered.  "Breakfast—"  she  stopped,  and  with 
a  quick  glance  at  her  husband  and  Gerrit  went  at  once 
to  Jeremy  Ammidon.  "  Tiu y"\e  been  bothering  you 
again,''  she  declared,  and  turned  an  expression  of  bright 
anger  on  the  younger  men.  "  Ah,  how  hard  and  hateful 
and  blind  you  are!  "  she  cried. 

William,  with  homeless  ge>ture,  walked  from  the  roam. 
Gerritt  moved  to  a  window  facing  the  Square;  but  he  saw 
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nothing  of  its  sultr>'  yellow-green  expanse  —  he  was  re- 
membering how  as  a  child,  his  mother  already  dead,  a 
nurse  had  luld  him  ap  on  Derby  Wharf  to  mc  hi>  father 
sweep  into  jKjrt  from  the  long  voyage  to  the  E..>t.  He 
caught  again  the  resonant  voice,  as  if  sounding  from  a 
hold  of  ribbed  oak,  the  tremendous  vigor  of  the  arm  that 
swept  him  up  to  a  bearded  face.  He  couldn't  bring  him- 
self to  move  now  and  see  an  old  haggard  man  clinging 
with  tremulous  emot'on  and  tears  to  the  sympathy,  the 
strength,  of  a  woman. 

Later  in  the  morning,  to  his  immense  relief,  Jeremy  Am- 
midon  regained  a  surprising  amount  of  ctmiposure.  At 
first  determined  never  to  return  to  Libert}'  Street,  toward 
noon  Gerrit  found  him  in  the  hall  with  his  broad  hut  and 
wanghee.  "  I  II  just  have  a  slant  at  those  specifications," 
he  remarked.  "Like  as  not  they've  left  off  the  hatch 
coamings."  Gerrit  suggested,  "  Since  it's  so  hot  why  don't 
you  have  the  carriage  round?"  The  oiher  voiced  his 
customary  disparagement  of  that  vehicle.  "  If  I  see  that 
I'm  going  to  -e  late  for  dinner,"  he  added,  "  I'll  get  one 
of  the  young  men  to  fef:ch  me  something.  I  don't  want  to 
give  Rhoda  any  trouble." 

Still,  on  the  stejjs,  he  lingered,  gazing  pridefully  up  at 
the  bulk  of  the  house  he  had  l^uilt;  his  eyes  rested  on  the 
brass  plate,  engraved  with  the  words  Java  Head,  on  the 
dignified  white  door.  "  A  lot  of  talk  when  I  had  that 
done,"  he  commented;  "  people  said  they'd  never  heard  of 
it,  ought  to  have  my  name  there  for  convenience  if  noth- 
ing else.  They  didn't  know.  It  would  take  a  sailor  for 
that.  Don't  forget  to  tell  Rhoda  not  to  wait  if  I'm  late. 
All  those  girls  of  hers  get  hungry.    I  expect  William 
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consulted  Laurel  about  tliis  new  move,"  he  ended  with  a 

t,'lL'ani  of  humor.  "  She".-  a  L^rcat  hand  for  a  clipper  since 
she  talked  to  Captain  W  ai.  i  nr.in."  He  \va-  down  the 
steps,  -starting  deliberately  across  the  street  T  liere  was 
a  last  mutter  of  doubt.  The  bulky  slow  fifjurc  in  yellow 
Chinese  silk  moved  away  and  Gerrit  returned  to  the  shad- 
owed tranquillity  of  the  library. 

MoiL-  than  any  otiier  [Amc  in  the  hou^e  it  l)ore  tlie 
impre>.-ion  of  liis  father.  lie  wandered  about  the  room, 
lost  in  its  associations,  sto[)ped  in  front  of  the  tall  narrow 
walnut  liookcase  and  took  out  one  of  the  small  company 
of  Jer<  y  Aminidon's  logs,  reading  disconnectedly  in  the 
precise  script: 

"  Tuesday,  Decemijer  24.  IM  d  .ys  out.  All  this  day 
gentle  breezes  and  cloudy.    Saw  kelp,  birds,  etc. 

"Tacked  -hip  to  the  eastward  under  short  sail.  At 
daylight  nruie  ;;11  >ail  to  SV,'.  Gentle  bree/e>  and  clear 
pleasant  weatlier.    Saw  Iiu;:"  -lioals  of  llyin,^  fi.-h."' 

"  May  IV,  11  day.-  out.  Hainan  in  sight,  bearing  from 
W  by  X  to  NXW.  At  sunset  the  breeze  died  away  and 
hauled  off  th  '  •">'^  All  night  light  breezes.  Made 
all  pos^il>le  >    ■  SSW.    At  the  same  time  set  the 

extremity  of  xx  .  'vliich  bore  X\\"  by  X  to  X.  Past 
three  Chinese  -esseis  steering  XXE.  Saw  much  scum  on 
the  water  and  at  11  a.  m.  lost  sight  of  land." 

"  X'ovember  14.  65  days  out.  These  twenty-four  hours 
commences  witli  vari  ible  breezes  at  v.-est  and  smooth  sea. 
Saw  brig  steering  to  the  Eastward.  Tb.e  land  of  Sumatra 
bearing  SW  by  W  to  SE  by  S.    Tied  rips." 

He  returned  the  log  to  its  resting  place  with  a  quiet 
smile  at  the  last  period.    It  wr^s  all  incredibly  simple  — 
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a  lost  siinplicity  of  navigation  and  a  lost  innocent  wonder 

at  tlu-  Muw  Ailantiium  of  old  faljlc. 

•Wiiliti'  \'\  I'ii.'iu  nor  Juvmy  Ainniidon  \va>  pro5cni  for 
dimiLT.  '1  vvciv,  Gctrit  comludcd,  ^uiuTH  i  ^;t.'(l  in  the 
effort  to  biiug  the  changinj;  activities  ol  the  lirin  into  the 
latter's  comjjrehcnsion.  His  foot  was  on  the  stair  leading 
up  to  hi-  ^\ik■,  v. Ii  ii  tlu'iv  \v;is  a  viol'  'it  knocking  on  the 
fr^iit  door.  It  MjuiKkd  uiUi  a  startling  aliruptiic--  in 
the  shut  liull,  and  Gerrit  instinctively  an>\vci-i.d  without 
waiting  for  a  servant.  The  flushed  and  breathless  young 
man  before  him  was  evidently  perturbed  by  his  appear- 
ance.   He  stiimnu  rrd : 

"  Captain  Animidoii.  you  —  you  must  tcane  down  to  the 
countingliouse.    At  once,  please!  " 

His  tlioughts,  directed  upon  nis  father,  gathered  into  a 
chilling  certainty.  "Captain  Jeremy  is  sick?"  he  de- 
n-anded  in~t  ntly.  The  hesitation  of  the  other  seemed  to 
conhrm  an  infinitely  gre;it' r  calamit).  "Dead?"  he 
asked  again,  in  a  Hooding  miser}-  of  apprehension.  The 
clerk  nodded: 

"  In  a  second,  like,"  he  continued.    "  All  we  know  they 

were  talking  in  Mr.  William  Animidon's  room  —  one  of 
the  *)oys  was  out  that  minute  geltiiif^  the  old  gentleman 
some  lunch  —  when  we  heard  a  fall,  it  was  quite  plain, 
and  Mr.  Saltonstone — " 

"  That  will  do,"  Gerrit  cut  him  short.  He  turned  into 
the  hou'-e,  r;ipidly  con  idering  v/hat  must  follow.  He'd 
go,  certainly;  but  fir,-t  he  must  warn  Rhoda,  she  would 
have  the  girls  to  prei);ire.  .  .  .  Rhoda  had  always  been 
exceptionally  considerate  and  fond  of  Jeremy  Ammidon. 
He  found  her  at  the  entranc  e  to  her  room,  and  said,  "  My 
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father  is  dead."  Her  wami  color  sank  and  tears  filled 
her  eyes. 

Hurryiii.!.^  over  Bath  Street  to  Liberty  his  tiricf  was  hold 
in  check  \>y  the  pre-  iiii;  actualitir-  of  tlic  iuouhmU.  He- 
had  time,  iioucver,  to  Icel  glad  thai  he  liad  .^peiit  tiie 
morning  largely  in  warm  thoughts  of  the  dead  man. 

He  passed  rapidly  into  the  entrance  of  the  establish- 
ment of  Animi  '.on.  Ammidon  and  Saltonstone.  Im- 
mediately on  the  i^ht  there  was  an  oj  rd  railed  enelosure 
of  desks  in  the  center  of  whicli  a  group  of  clerks  watched 
him  with  mingled  respect  and  curiosity  as  he  continued 
to  the  inner  shut  space.  It  was  a  large  light  room  with 
windows  on  Charter  .Street.  William's  expansive  flat- 
topped  desk  with  its  inked  ^reen  bai/e  was  on  the  left, 
and,  under  a  number  of  framed  sere  ships'  letters  and 
privateersmen's  Bonds  of  the  War  of  1812,  Gerrit  saw 
the  heavy  body  extended  on  a  broad  wooden  bench,  a 
familiar  orange  Bomhay  handkerc  hicf  spread  over  the  face. 

Never  in  all  the  memory  of  his  brother  l:ad  William 
Ammidon  been  so  stricken.  As  he  entered  James  Salton- 
stone  left  studying  a  list  hastily  scribbled  on  a  half  sheet 
of  the  firm's  writing  p:ip>er.  He  nodded  silently  to  Gerrit, 
who  advanced  to  the  covered  fare  and  lifted  the  handker- 
chief. There  were  still  traces  of  congestion,  l)ut  a  marble- 
like pallor  had  taken  the  place  of  die  familiar  ruddy  color. 
Something  oi  the  heaviness  of  his  old  age,  the  blurring 
thickness  of  long  inactivity,  had  vanished,  giving  his  still 
countenance  an  expression  of  vis^or,  resolution,  contradicted 
by  an  arm  trailing  like  the  loose  end  of  a  heavy  rope  on 
the  floor.  William,  with  a  clenched  hand  on  his  desk, 
spoke  with  difficulty: 
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"You  must  know  ilns,  Gcrrit;  and  then  111  ask  you 
never  to  allude  to  it  again.  It  might  be  argued  that —- 
that  J  i.  s  and  I  killed  him,  but  absolutely  without  in- 
tention. U}  ,ia  idtnt.  Gcrrit.  I  loved  him  .non-  than  I  took 
time  to  know.  Well,  you  nKi\'  or  may  not  have  heard  that 
we  own  two  toi>.-...iI  schuunt-rs  in  the  opium  trade,  between 
India,  Ningpo  and  Amoy,  but  you  do  know  how  father 
detested  anything  to  do  with  the  drug.  We  said  nothing 
to  him  ahout  tlii>;  it  seemed  necessary,  no  —  permissible. 
But  to-day  when  we  were  coming  to  a  peaceable  under- 
Standing  about  the  new  contracts  he  stumbled  over  one  of 
the  schooner's  manifests.  Mislaid,  you  see  —  a  clerk! 
It  swept  him  to  his  feet  in  a  rage,  he  couldn't  speak,  and 
—  and  he  had  walked,  it  was  hot.  .  .  ." 

Gerrit  Ammidon  made  no  answer;  there  was  nothing 
to  be  said.  He  was  shaken  by  a  burning  anger  at  the 
cupidity,  the  ugly  commercial  grasping,  to  which  his 
father  had  been  sacrificed.  A  gulf  opened  between  him 
and  his  brother  and  James  Saltonstone;  he  was  as  dif- 
ferent from  them  as  the  sea  was  from  the  land,  as  the 
wind-swept  deck  of  the  Xautilus  Vom  this  dry  build- 
ing witii  its  stifling  paper"^  and  greed.  He  might  be  in 
the  service  of  the  firm  —  jerrit  v  not  orporated  it 
the  partnership—  lenv'    t  carry  t    ,r  i  u,  the  mul- 

tiplication of  the  profit,  but  his  e>  ■  i  i;  r\'ice  ar-d  re- 
sponsibility, his  life,  were  addresstt;  ^her  1  in- 
finitely higher  and  more  difficult  con  n  thmi  the 
stowed  kegs  of  Spani.sh  dollars,  th.  bil  This 
was  composed  of  .he  struggle  with  tb  loa.surable 
elements  of  the  seas  and  winds,  the  safet  t  lives,  the 
endless  trying  of  his  endurance  and  will  anu  k 
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"Now,"  liL'  .-polu-  uith  a  perceptible  bitternos  "you 
can  have  your  way  witliout  iiitcncrcnce,  without  his  mix- 
ing up  your  paiH:rb  or  rn  >king  the  bluaUcr;,  of  a  slow  sort 
of  honesty." 

"  I  am  under  no  obligation  to  your  judgment  or  opinion," 

WiUiani  nphL-d  stiffly.  "  There  are  always  complications 
you  will  never  penetr.ite  nor  carr>'.  At  f)rejent  \  ir  as- 
sistance is  more  necc^-sary  than  any  display  of  temper." 

The  funeral  gathered  and  ebbed  in  a  long  procession 
of  carriages  tlirouij;li  a  sultry  noon,  the  services  at  the 
grave  condudod  l>y  the  ■symbolic  dropping  of  the  earth 
on  Jeremy  Ammidon's  coffin  lowe.  into  the  deep  narrow 
clay  pit.  The  large  varied  throng  lingered  for  a  breath, 
as  if  unable  to  take  their  attention  from  the  raw  oi)ening 
that  had  absorbed  the  shipmaster,  and  then  there  was  a 
determined  and  reassuring  common  place  murmur,  a  hur- 
rying away  into  the  vital  warmth  of  the  day. 

The  evening  was  the  loveliest  summer  and  the  garden  of 
Java  Head  could  afford:  a  slow  moon  disentangled  itself 
from  the  indigo  folicge  at  the  back  of  the  stable  and 
soared  with  an  increasing  brilliancy,  bathing  the  ,-xi  and 
summerhouse  and  poplars,  the  metallic  lx>x  Ix)r(lers  ar  i 
spiked  flower  beds,  in  a  crystal  clearness.  The  .AmniiJors 
sat  alx)ut  the  willow,  Rhoda  with  a  hand  affectionately  -'- 
her  hu-^band's  arm,  the  children  —  Laurel  am  i  net  stay- 
ing without  remark  long  pa^t  their  accustomed  hours  for 
bed  —  s*ill  and  white  under  the  blanching  moon.  Gerrit 
intently  studied  his  wife,  Taou  Yuen,  in  a  concentrated 
manner.  She,  too,  was  in  white,  the  Chinese  mark  of 
sorrow. 

Suddenly  in  the  face  of  his  suffering  and  memories 
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sli  had  apfX'ared  tartlingly  remote,  as  if,  from  standing 
close  bcsiijr  him,  she  were  moving  f.irther  and  farther 
away.  The  image  was  made  profou-idly  distomerting  hy 
the  fact  that  they  acted  without  their  own  accord ;  it  took 
the  aspect  of  a  purely  arbitrary  phenomenon  over  which 
they  liad  r  i  control.  At  the  same  time  Nettie  Vollar  was 
surijrisingly  near,  actual  —  he  could  sec  ever)-  line  and 
shading  ( i  vivid  face;  he  felt  tlie  warm  impact  of  her 
instant  ay.    He  had  caught  a  glimpse  of  Barzil 

Dunsac.  .he  funeral;  but  the  other  was  immediately 
hidden  I)y  the  crowd,  and  Gerrit  had  been  unable  to  dis- 
cover w  licthcr  his  son  and  daughter  or  Nettie  had  accom- 
panied him. 

His  thoughts  turned  in  a  score  of  associations  and  ques- 
tions to  Nettie;  but  when  he  found  himself  trying  to  pic- 
ture her  exact  em[)lo\ment  at  tlie  present  moment  he  was 
angrily  aroused.  He  had,  he  realized,  con.sidered  nothing 
else  for  the  past  hour,  and  his  preoccupation  was  growing 
more  intense,  personal.  He  stirred  abruptly,  and  fixed  his 
mind  on  the  imminent  changes  from  his  father's  death. 
First  the  possibility  would  develop  of  his  becoming  a 
merah>er  of  the  firm;  but  to  this,  he  silently  declared,  he 
would  not  agree.  His  gaze  rested  with  a  faint  underlying 
animosity  on  William,  seated  upright  in  a  somber  absorp- 
t  ii,  and  a  disparagement  of  the  latter's  acti.ities  and 
scale  of  values.  Gerrit  .saw  that  there  must  be  a  pacific 
legal  knot  to  untangle;  the  division  of  Jeroiri, estate 
would  require  time  —  he  had  somewhere  hear  I  ihi  t  such 
affairs  often  dragged  on  for  a  year;  and  now  he  was  agaii 
in  a  fever  of  impatience  to  be  Qway,  safe,  at  sea.  He 
added  the  more  portentous  word  with  the  vague  self- 
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assurance  that  it  was  only  tlic  customary  expression  of  his 
notable  ignorance  of  land;  but  it  echoed  with  an  ominous 
special  insistence  in  his  mind. 

The  Xaut !!!><,  he  recalled,  was  once  more  afloat,  re- 
paired; and  a  j)lan  mcurrcd  to  him  that  seemed  to  dispose 
of  all  his  difficulties,  even  of  the  distasteful  possii^ility  of 
the  California  clipper  service.    He  could  take  the  ship 
as  part  of  his  inheritance;  and,  though  ostensibly  sailing 
her  in  the  interest  of  tlie  firm,  make  such  voyages  and 
ports,  carry  such  cariroes,  as  his  independence  dictated. 
The  Xautilus,  with  a  cargo  ou;  of  tin  and  dvcs  and  cotton 
manufactures,  and  forty  or  fifty  thousand  trade  dollars 
would  represent  a  sum  of  nearly  two  hundred  thousand  ' 
but  as  a  family  they  were  very  rich;  he'd  have  more  than 
that;  and  bank  the  remainder  intact  to  the  credit  of  his 
wife. 

There  were  many  practical  aspects  of  his  marriage 
that  he  had  not  stopped  to  weigh  in  its  precipitant  con- 
summation.   The  problem,  pointed  out  by  Rhoda,  of  his 
absence  from  Taou  Yuen  on  cruise  coull  not  be  solved 
with  the  facility  he  had  taken  for  granted.    It  was  as 
impossible  to  leave  her  hai)i)ily  here -he  was  aware  of 
her  growing  impatience  with  Western  habit  —  as  it  would 
be  for  him  to  become  a  contented  part  of  Chinese  home 
life;  and  not  only  was  she  uncomfortabh-  cramped  and 
sick  on  shipboard,  ;,ut  he  doubted  whether  he  could  per- 
suade his  crews  to  sail  with  her.    Superstit  >us  able  sea- 
men Ixilked  at  the  presence  of  even  a  normal  wife  aff  and 
a  Chinese  would  be  re.^ardcd  as  a  sign  of  certain  di.slster. 

He  would  have  to  e-t;ibliMi  her  -omewhere  in  the  Ea^t 
Indies;  and  he  viewed  w.ih  ,>  new  dislike  all  such  tropical 
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settings.  His  entire  life  threatened  to  become  an  affair  of 
damnaljlc-  [)alm  trees  and  Oriental  stenches.    Gerrit  Am- 

midon  broke  into  a  cold  sweat  at  the  realization  of  the  far 
more  direct  implication  that  had  taken  sul stance  in  his 
mind.  The  thing  was  going  entirely  too  farl  He  won- 
dered irritably  at  the  obscure  cause  for  such  violent  inner 

agitations. 

Rhoda  Ammidon  with  a  dim  smile  roso,  gathering  her 
daughters  aljout  her,  and  departed  in  a  pale  cloud  of  mus- 
lin. Taou  Yuen,  with  her  murmuring  formal  politeness, 
moved  away  too,  leaving  the  brothers  together.  What- 
ever sym[  lathetic  intercourse  they  might  otherwise  have  had, 
whatever  shared  niemorie-  of  their  boyhood  and  their 
father,  were  made  impossible  by  W  illiam's  admission  of 
the  immediate  cause  of  the  elder's  death. 

"  The  Saltonstones  are  going  into  Boston  this  fall," 
W  illiam  said  abruptly.  "  It  is  necessary  for  one  of  us  to 
live  there;  and  Caroline  has  always  had  a  hankering  for 
wider  society.  Rhoda,  I  was  surprised  to  learn,  wishes  to 
remain  here  at  Java  Head  for  a  year  or  so  anyway.  She 
has  a  very  real  affection  for  the  place.  But  I  tell  her 
wlien  the  girls  are  older  Boston,  or  perhaps  New  York, 
will  give  them  far  greater  opportunities.  Sidsall,  stranger 
still,  was  in  tears  at  the  whole  thing;  she  seemed  ridicu- 
lously upset  about  leaving." 

The  vi  sion  of  Nettie  VoUar  persisted,  bright  and  disturb- 
ing. Once  he  was  at  sea,  Gerrit  told  himself,  on  the  cir- 
cumscribed freedom  of  his  (jLiarter-deck,  he  would  lose  the 
unsettling  fever  i)uining  at  that  instant  in  his  veins.  But 
the  memory  of  long  solitar}  f)as?ages  with  nothing  to  dis- 
tract his  mind  through  week  upon  week  after  the  ship 
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took  the  trades,  when  hour  upon  hour  his  thoughts  turned 
inward  on  themselves  und  reviewed  every  past  act  and 
feeling,  made  doubtful  even  that  old  release.    The  trouble 
was  that  he  instinctively  avoided  any  square  facing  of  the 
difficulty  that  had  multiplied  with  such  amazing  rapidity 
—  like  a  ban\an  tree  —  about  the  present  and  the  shad- 
owed future.    This  he  wa^  forced  to  admit,  but  grimly 
added  that  there  could  be  only  one  answer  to  whatever  he 
might  lay  bare  — the  adherence  to  the  single  fundamental 
duty  of  which  he  never  lost  sic;ht.    No  port  was  gained  by 
changing  blindly  from  course  to  course,  that  way  lay  the 
reefs;  a  man  could  but  keep  steadily  by  the  compass. 
That,  at  least,  was  all  he  could  see,  propose,  for  himself, 
being  rather  limited  and  lacking  the  resources  which  others 
of  greater  knowledge  so  confidently  explored. 

After  breakfast  on  the  following  morning  he  mounted 
the  dignified  staircase,  with  the  sweeping  railing  of  red 
narra  wood  and  high  Palladian  window  at  the  turn,  to  his 
wife.  In  their  room  he  was  bathed  in  a  cold  sweat  of  dis- 
may at  a  sudden  detached  view  of  Taou  Yuen  in  her  com- 
plete Manchu  mourning  for  his  father.  An  unhemmed 
garment  of  coarse  white  hemp  hung  in  ravel  ings  about 
slippers  of  sackcloth;  what  had  been  an  elaborate  head- 
dress was  hidden  under  a  binding  of  the  bleached  hemp; 
she  wore  no  paint  nor  tlowers;  her  pins  and  earrings  were 
l^asted  with  dough,  and  her  expression  was  drugged  with 
the  contemplative  fervor  of  what  had  evidently  been  a  re- 
ligious ceremonial. 

"  For  the  wise  old  man.  for  your  father,"  she  said.  She 
was  exhausted  >ind  sank  onto  the  day  Ix-d;  but  almost  im- 
mediately her  hand  reached  out  in  the  direction  of  her 
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pipe,  and  she  smiled  faintly  at  him.  He  clenched  his 
sinewy  hands,  the  muscles  of  his  jaw  knotted,  as  he  gazed 
steadily  at  the  woman,  the  Manchu  woman,  he  had  of  his 
own  free  accord  married.  It  sickened  him  that,  for  the 
drawing  of  a  breath,  he  had  regarded  Taou  Yuen  with 
such  appalling  injustice  —  injustice,  the  evil  he  hated  and 
condemned  more  than  any  other.  What,  in  the  name  of 
God,  was  he  made  of  that  he  could  sink  so  low ! 

"We'll  leave  here  soon,"  he  declared  abruptly;  "the 
Nautilus  will  be  ready  for  sea  almost  any  time." 

He  could  recognize,  from  his  slight  knowledge  of  her, 
that  Taou  Yuen  welcomed  the  news.  "  Shanghai?  "  she 
asked.  He  nodded.  It  came  over  him  that  he  was  no 
longer  young.  His  father  had  retired  from  the  sea  within 
a  few  years  of  his  own  present  age  and  built  Java  Head, 
the  house  that  was  to  1  '  a  final  harbor  of  unalloyed  hap- 
piness. No  such  prospect  awaited  him ;  he  had  one  of  txie 
premonitions  that  were  more  certain  than  the  most  solid 
realities  —  as  long  as  he  lived  he  must  sail  in  ships,  strug- 
gling with  winds  and  calms,  with  currents  and  cockling 
and  placid  seas.  Well,  that  was  natural,  inevitable,  what 
he  would  have  chosen.  At  the  same  time  he  dwelt,  with  a 
sensation  of  loneliness,  on  the  green  garden  and  drawing- 
room  filled  in  June  with  the  scent  of  lilacs,  on  Rhoda  sur- 
rounded by  her  girls. 

When  the  question  of  the  division  of  Jeremy  Ammi- 
don's  estate  came  up,  he  was,  as  he  had  foreseen,  urged 
to  become  a  partner  of  the  firm;  and,  when  that  failed,  told 
that  it  was  his  vested  duty  to  continue  in  bi>  {)resent 
capacity  as  a  sliiptna'-ter  in  all  tlicir  interest>.  He  was 
seated  with  Saltonstone  and  V.  illiam  in  the  countinghouse 
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and  he  could  tell  from  his  brother's  ill-restrained  impa- 
tience til  at  tlie  other  considered  him  hardly  more  than  a 
clumsy-Avitted,  stubborn  fool  before  the  mast  of  the  facts 
of  actual  life. 

His  gaze,  above  their  head.,  rested  on  the  framed  pass 
of  the  ship  Mocha,  one  of  his  father  s  last  commands  over 
the  bench  where  he  had  lain  dead.  It  was  g^ven  by  the 
President,  James  Monroe,  in  1818.  its  white  paper  seal 
embossed  on  the  stained  parchment.  It  had  an  cn<^ravin- 
of  a  lighthouse  and  spired  town  on  the  dark  ;satcr\s  cd-t" 
and  above,  a  picture  of  a  ship  with  everytliing  drawing  "In 
a  fair  wind,  the  upper  sails  torn  off  on  a  dotted  wavering 
line  lor  the  purpose  of  identification  with  its  stub. 

"Xo,"  he  lold  them  quietly.  "  Ml  mv  own  wav  as  I 
said;  with  the  Nautilus,  if  that  can  be  arranged  He 
rose  with  a  nod  of  finality,  and  James  Saltonstnne  re- 
marked, "  Jeremy  to  the  life."  Gerrit  replied,  "  I'd  not 
ask  anything  Ix'tter." 

Through  the  evening  he  heard  little  but  the  di^cus.ion 
of  Mr.  Polk's  approaching  visit  to  Salem.  The  Pre-ident 
was  to  leave  the  train  at  the  Beverly  Depot  at  three  p  m 
and  be  fetched  with  Secretar>-  Buchanan  and  Marshal 
Barnes  in  a  barouche  with  six  horses  and  met  at  the  out- 
skirts of  Salem  by  the  city  authorities. 

There  would  be  a  Beverly  cavalcade,  the  citv  guar '  was 
ordered  to  mu.t.r  at  the  armory;  while  an  evening  parade 
at  fivf  o  do,  k  and  the  militarj'  ball  in  FranUin  Hall 
were  to  follow. 

But  when  the  day  and  occasion  actualh-  arrived  it  was 
spoiled  by  a  succession  of  unforeseen  mi.-h'aj^s.  The  train 
'vas  late  and  the  presidential  party  in  a  fever  of  haste  — 
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the  procc^-ion,  liurrying  through  the  nia-.scd  puIjlic-sclirK)! 
children  and  tl'rongs  of  Chestnut  Streii,  gave  a  perfunc- 
tory attention  to  the  sahites  and  short  address  of  the  mayor. 
The  President's  rejily,  liardly  more  than  a  few  introduc- 
tory phrases,  cat  ^hoit,  the  Lar  ruche  was  sent  plunging 
over  its  route  with  the  Secn  uiry  cr\  ing,  *"  Drive  on! 
Drive  on!  "  and  Marshal  Barnes  swearing  and  expecto- 
rating •■•  callous  profusion. 

Soini.  of  the  crowd,  the  Ammidon^  heard,  had  Ixvn 
knocketl  down  and  injured  in  .iic  pell-mell  of  the  rush. 
Gevu's  countenance  .showed  his  contempt  of  what  he  held 
to  be  a  characteristically  ludicrous  farce.  After  all,  his 
wishes  in  regard  to  the  Nautilus  had  been  easy  of  execu- 
tion, tne  ship  was  now  his;  he  was  alread\-  contract- 
ing for  a  cargo.  He  had  been  to  see  Mr.  Broadrick,  his 
first  mate,  and  the  latter  was  assemljling  the  chief  members 
of  the  crew.  As  always  at  the  prospect  of  sailing  he  was 
unsettled,  concerned  with  countless  details  of  departure 
—  like  i  vessel  straining  at  her  last  anchor. 

Geated  in  the  library  with  Taou  Yuen  —  he  had  called 
her  aside  from  her  fi.xed  pa-ssage  to  their  room  from  the 
garden  —  he  was  recounting  his  main  plans  for  the  near 
future,  when  he  became  aware  of  an  arrival  on  the  steps 
outside.  He  heard  a  servant's  voice,  and,  immediately 
after,  the  woman  appeared  in  the  doorway;  but  she  was 
forced  aside  by  Edward  Dunsack.  Gerrit's  quick  resent- 
ment flared  at  sjch  an  unmannered  intrusion,  and  he 
moved  ungrr  sly  forward.  The  servant  explained  im- 
pKjtently,  "  I  .   ,1  hi-n  I  would  see — " 

"  Yes?  "'  Gerrit  .Xmmidon  demanded. 

Dunsack  Ixiwed  ceremoniouslv  to  Taou  Yuen,  then  he 
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faced  the  other.    On  the  verge  of  speech  he  hesitated,  as 
if  an  unexpected  development  made  inadequate  whatever 
he  hiid  been  prepared  to      ;  then,  with  a  sudden  decision, 
ho  hurried  into  ;in  enK,ti«n;il  jumble  of  words.    "  I  can  tell' 
you  in  a  breath  —  \ettie  was  ba<lly  liurt  in  that  curbed 
ruoble  yesterday.    It  looks  as  if  .he  was  actualiv  struck 
by  one  of  the  horses.    She  was  unconscious,  and  then 
'  l>nous;  now  slie  is  in  her  right  mind  but  very  weak; 
and.  since  she  wished      s.  e  you,  I  volunteered  to  put  our 
pnde  in  my  pocket  and  carry  her  messa^^e."' 

An  instant  numbing  pain  compressed"  Gerrit's  heart;  l^e 
felt  that,  in  an  involuntary  exclamation,  he  had  clearly 
sliown  tlie  depth  of  his  dismay.    Damt  the  fellow,  why 
had  he  hurst  out  in  this  })ul>lic  indecent  manner!  The 
situation  he  had  plausibly  created,  tiie  thin-  he  managed  to 
insinuate,  was  an  insult  to  them  all  — to  his  wife,  Taou 
Yuen,  coldly  composed  beyond,  himself  and  to  Nerfie.  He 
sto(Kl  with  his  level  g;,/e  fixed  in  an  enraged  perplexii  on 
Edward  Dun.-ack-s  sallow  countenance,  deep  sunk  on  its 
bony  structure,  conscious  that  there  Was  no  possibility  of  a 
satisfactory  or  even  coherent  reply. 

"  Something  was  said  about  this  afternoon  »  the  other 
added.  That  period,  Gerrit  realized,  was  nearly  over. 
But  above  every  otlier  consideration  rose  the  knowledge 
that  he  would  liave  to  see  Nettie  Vollar,  badly  injured,  as 
she  desirxl.  The  common  humanity  of  that  necessity  left 
him  no  choice. 


He  turned  to  T:mhi  Yuen  with  a  brief  formal  explana- 
tion. A  friend,  their  families  had  been  as.^ociatcd  for 
years,  had  been  hurt  and  sent  for  him.  .  .  .  Return  im- 
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mediately.  He  paused,  in  the  act  of  leaving,  at  the  door 
of  the  librar>',  waiting  for  Eiiw.ird  Dun.aik  to  join  him; 
but  tlie  otiier  had  resolutely  turned  lii.-,  back  upon  &  rrit. 
He  showed  no  indication  of  departure.  Gerrit  Ammidon 
was  at  the  point  of  an  exasperated  direction;  but  that,  in 
the  light  of  Dunsack's  pur])ose  there,  a[)[Kare(l  ridiculously 
abrupt;  and  coniident  of  his  wife's  su[)reine  ability  to  con- 
trol any  situation  hj  continued  without  furtlier  hesitation 
to  the  street,  hurrying  in  a  mounting  anx-ety  toward  the 
Dun  sacks'. 

Dwelling  on  his  conduct  in  the  library,  at  the  sudden 
announce;  cut  of  Nettie's  accident,  he  felt  that  he  had 
acted  in  a  precipitant  if  not  actually  confu  ed  way.  As  a 
fact,  it  had  all  been  largely  mechanical;  his  oppressicm, 
his  dread  for  Xettic,  had  made  everydiing  else  din  ^  see 
and  faint  to  hear.  Duiisack's  grimacing  fare,  !  ;  unmo- 
bile  figure  of  his  wife,  the  familiar  sweep  of  the  room,  had 
been  things  of  no  more  substance  than  a  cloud  between  him 
and  the  only  othe'  reality  existing.  He  had  no  memory, 
for  instance,  of  having  stopped  to  secure  his  hat,  but  he 
found  it  swinging  characteri-tiially  in  a  hand.  .And  now 
even  the  semblance  of  re.sonahle  speech  and  conduct  he 
had  managed  to  command  vanished  before  a  panic  that  all 
but  forced  him  into  a  run. 

The  main  dcxjr  of  Barzil  Dunsack's  house  was  open  on 
the  narrow  somber  region  within;  he  knocked  shari)ly 
against  the  wood  at  the  side  and  was  immediately  an- 
swered by  the  appearance  of  Kate  Vollar. 

"  This  is  a  great  kindness,  Captain  Ammidon,"  she  told 
him  in  her  negative  voice;  "cene  in  here,  please."  He 
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looked  hastily  about  the  fonnal  ^j)acc  into  which  she  led 
him,  expecting  to  see  Nettie  prostrate,  but  siie  was  not 
there.    "How  is  she?"  he  demanded  impatiently. 

"Xcttiu:--""  her  niotlier  turned  as  if  surjaised  by  an 
unexpected  twi>l  ol"  the  situation.  "  Oh,  why  she'll  mend 
all  right,  the  doctor  says;  but  it  will  be  slow.  Her  ann 
had  an  ugly  slithering  break,  and  she  suffers  with  it  all 
the  time."  A  pause  followed,  in  which  she  met  his  in- 
terrogation w'  h  a  u'rowin'^  my-titication.  "  I  suppose 
Edward  told  you,"  she  ventured  tinall\'.  The  sense  of 
being  at  a  loss  was  swiftly  communicated  to  him. 

"  Your  brother  said  Nettie  wanted  to  see  me,"  he  re- 
turned bluntly. 

"Now,  however  could  Edward  do  a  thing  like  that!  " 
she  cried  in  deep  di.^tress.  "  \\ !  ,  there's  no  truth  to  it. 
I  asked  him  myself  to  see  if  you'd  kindly  stop  and  give  me 
some  advice.  What  put  it  in  my  head  'vas  that  once  your 
father  offered  —  he  told  Nettie  to  let  him  know  if  there 
was  anything  to  be  done.  Edward  Dunsack  isn't  just 
right  in  his  head." 

Gerrit  was  filled  with  a  mingling  sense  of  disappoint- 
ment, relief  that  Nettie  was  no  worse,  and  the  uncom- 
fortable conviction  that  he  had  behaved  like  an  hysterical 
fool.  He,  too,  but  angrily,  wondered  why  Dunsack  had 
invented  such  an  apparently  jjointless  lie.  rroI)ablv  Kate 
VoUar  was  right,  and  her  brother's  wits,  soaked  in  opium, 
had  wandered  into  a  realm  of  insane  fabrications.  He 
composed  himself —  th°  first  feeling  blotting  out  his  other 
emotions  — to  meet  the  deprecating  interrogation  before 
him. 
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"  I  should  be  glad  to  do  what  I  could  in  my  father's 

i.huo." 

"  In  a  way,"  she  continued,  "  it's  about  Edward.  When 
he  (  ime  hack  from  China  and  decided  to  stay  ir  Salem 
his  fadur  turiud  all  tlic  books  over  to  him;  lie  was  to 
tend  to  owrythini;  in  tlie  way  of  accounts  aiul  .-hipincnt- ; 
and,  he  saul,  he  would  make  us  all  riiii  in  a  year  or  ^o. 
But,  instead,  he  has  neglected  the  clerking  until  we  can't 
tell  what's  >j.oiwj,  or  coming.  Edward  hasn't  —  hasn't 
quite  been  himself  latel}  Z"  -he  pau-^ed  and  Gerrit  nodded 
shortly.  "  Now  we're  not  wealthy,  (^iptain  Animichjn,  we 
never  got  more  than  ju.-t  enou,!;li  from  our  West  India 
trade;  but  in  the  last  couple  of  months,  with  Edward  like 
he  is  and  father  too  old  for  column-  of  figuring  —  he's 
dreadful  forgetful  now  —  not  a  dollar  was  made.  The 
schooners  are  slow,  behind  the  times  I  gue.-s,  we've  liad  to 
scrape;  yet  it's  been  something.  .  .  .  They're  both  awful 
hard  to  do  with,"  she  stopped  hopelessly. 

"  You  must  get  a  reliable  man  in  charge.  Some  one 
who  knows  the  West  India  shipping  should  go  over  your 
entire  property,  decide  what  is  necessary,  then  borrow  the 
money.  We  can  find  that  without  trouble.  I  ll  make 
only  one  condition:  That  is  the  complete  restraint  of 
your  brother.  It  is  known  that  he  has  the  opium  habit, 
he  is  a  dangerous — " 

He  stopjied  at  the  echo  of  a  thui  persistent  tapping  from 
above.  "  That's  Nettie,"  Kate  Vollar  said;  "  the  way  she 
calls  me.  I'll  ask  you  to  excuse  me  for  a  minute." 
When  she  returned  her  face  bore  an  unaccustomed  flush. 
"  Xettie  heard  you  in  the  hall  i:r  through  the  •  tovc[)ipe." 
She  spoke  doubtfully:    "  She'd  like  to  see  you  but  I  don't 
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know  if  it  would  I-  right  with  h(  i  in  bed.    Still,  I  prom- 
ised I'd  tell  you." 
He  rose  promptly.    The  woman  stood  aside  at  the 

uppe.  door  an.!  I  l'  at  onrt-  saw  Xettio  lying  with  her 
vigorous  hlack  hair  .sprawling  in  a  thick  twist  across  the 
pillow.  Her  face  was  ])inchc(l,  it  seemed  ti.in,  and  the 
brilliancy  and  .size  of  her  eyes  were  exaggerated.  One 
arm,  clumsy  anrl  inanimate  in  splints,  was  extended  over 
the  cotton  spread;  hut  with  the  other  hand  she  was 
feverishly  busy  witii  iier  appearance.  She  smiled,  a  wan 
tremulous  movement  that  again  shut  the  pain  like  a  leaden 
casket  about  his  heart. 

"Do  Ro  away,  motlier!  "  Nettie  directed  Kate  Vollar 
hoverin^^  behind  them.  "  \-our  iulivtin^  will  make  me 
scream."  W  itli  an  incoherent  niummr  she  vanished  from 
the  room.  The  girl  motioned  toward  a  chair,  and  Gerrit 
drew  it  f(.r^^  ard  to  a  table  that  bore  water  and  a  small 
«lass  bowl  partly  covered  by  a  sheet  of  paper,  holding  a 
number  of  symme!ri<ai  reddidi-ldack  pills.  "Opium," 
Nettie  told  him,  following  his  gaze;  "  I  cried  dreadfully 
with  the  hurt  at  first.  It's  dear,  and  Edward  made  those 
from  some  he  had.  You  know,  I  watched  him  roll  them 
right  here:  it  was  wonflcrful  how  quickly  he  did  it,  each 
exactly  alike,  two  grain.^."  S!ie  told  him  the  circum- 
stances of  her  accident  wliile  he  sat  with  his  eyes  steadily 
on  her  face,  his  hand.s  folded. 

He  was  quiet,  without  visible  emotion  or  speech;  but 
there  was  an  utter  tumult,  a  tumult  like  the  spiral 'of  a 
hurricane,  witliin  him.  Rebellious  feelings,  tyrannical  de- 
sires and  thoughts,  swept  through  him  in  w-aves  of  heat 
and  cold.    Nettie's  voice  grew  weak,  the  shadows  deepened 
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under  her  eyes,  for  ;i  little  llin  clo-e.l;  unci  hut  for  the 
faint  stir  of  the  coverlet  over  her  luart  -Ik  was  [)ullid, 
so  still,  that  she  might  have  been  dead.  Moved  by  an  un- 
controllable fear  he  bent  toward  her  and  touched  her  hand. 
Her  j,'aze  slowly  widened,  and,  turnins,'  o\ir  hvr  palm,  she 
weakly  grasped  his  fingers.  A  ',;riat  sigh  of  contentment 
fluttered  from  her  dry  lips.  "  Gerrit,  "  .she  \\lii>r)ered, 
barely  audible.  He  leaned  forward,  blinded  by  his  pas- 
sion for  her. 

He  admitted  this  in  an  honest  self-knowledge  that  he 
had  refu.^ed  recognition  until  now     Tender  and  reassur- 
ing words,  wild  declarations  and  plans  for  the  future 
crowded  for  expression;  nothing  else  before  the  immensity 
of  desire  tliat  Dossessed  him  was  of  the  slightest  concern'; 
but  not  a  syllable  was  spoken.    A  >h  irj)  line  was  i)loughed 
between  his  brows;  his  breath  came  in  .-hort  choked  gusts 
he  was  utterly  the  vessel  of  his  longuig,  and  yet  an  ult; 
mate  basic  consideration,  lost  in  the  pounding  of  his  veim 
still  restrained  hira. 

"I  love  you,  Gerrit,"  Nettie  said;  "  Ml  never  stop  t^a 
I  die."  Her  face  and  voice  were  almost  tranquil, 
seemed  to  speak  from  a  olane  alx)ve  the  ordman-  n<  . 
sities  of  common  existence,  as  if  her  pain,  bumi;  't  her 
color  and  vigor  and  emotions,  had  given  her  the  j,  ilege 
of  truth.  Curiously  enough  when  it  seemed  to  hira  that 
.she  had  expressed  what  should  have  sent  him  into  a  single 
consuming  flame  he  grew  at  once  completely  calm.  He, 
too,  for  the  moment,  reached  her  state  of  freedom  from 
earth  and  flesh. 

"  I  love  you,  Nettie,"  he  rei)]ied  .-imply. 

However,  he  speedily  dropjied  back  into  the  sphere  of 
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actual  responsibilities.  He  saw  all  the  difficulties  and 
hovering  insidious  shadows  in  which  they  might  be  lost. 

Tliis,  in  tiini,  \va-  pLi-lud  ,iM(lc  l,y  the  incredulous  real- 
i^.ition  tli.it  .WiikV  l.u-  ami  lii>  ii.ul  han  ~|,.Ml.'(i  by  a 
thing  no  more  inijiortaut  tli.in  a  iiKuiKutan  Han  of  u-m\>cr. 
If,  as  might  have  liai)iHnrd.  lie  had  ovirUjokcd  liar/il 
Dunsaks  ridiculous  tirade,  if  he  had  turned  into  the 
yap  I  wlu  rc  Xcitic  was  stan(h'ng  in  ti  ad  of  tramping  away 
ui>  Hardy  Stra  t,  cvirythinu'  would  have  k'en  well. 

It  was  unju.-t,  he  crit-d  inwardly,  for  such  inhnitc  con- 
sequences to  proceed  from  unthinking  anger!  A  great  or 
tragic  result  should  spring  from  great  or  tragic  causes,  the 
suffcrin-  and  pri^c  iiu  isirtd  by  the  error.  He  rould  see 
that  Nettie  wa-.  patiently  waiting  for  him  to  solve  the 
whole  miserable  ])roblem  ol  their  future;  die  had  an  ex- 
pression of  relief  which  seemed  to  take  a  liajijiy  issue  for 
granted.  None  was  possible.  A  baffled  rage  cut  his 
si)eech  into  quick  brutal  words  flung  like  shot  against  her 
hojxf. 

"  I  love  you,"  he  repeated,  "  yes.  But  what  can  tluit 
do  for  us  now  ?  I  had  my  chance  and  I  let  it  go.  To-day 
I'm  married,  I  II  be  married  to-morrow,  probably  till  I 
die.  Perhaps  that  wouldn't  stop  a  man  more  intelligent 
—  it  might  be  just  that  ~  than  I  am;  perlia.ps  he'd  go  right 
after  his  love  or  happinos  wherever  or  howev  er  if  offered. 
There  are  men,  too,  who  have  t'  habit  of  a  numl;er  of 
women.  That  is  understood  to  '  custom  with  sailors. 
It  has  never  been  with  me;  as  say,  maybe  I  am  too 
stupid. 

"  What  in  the  name  of  all  tiie  heavens  would  I  do  with 
Taou  Yuen?  "  he  demanded.    "  I  can't  desert  her  here  in 
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America,  leave  her  with  William.  I  brought  her  thousands 
of  miles  away  horn  her  home,  fnan  all  she  knows  and 
i?    If  I  took  her  back  and  dropped  her  in  China  it  would 

be  inurdLT.  " 

An  c.\pre>>ion  oi  unulloj-.'d  dreariness  overspread  Net- 
tie's features.  "  I  wish  I  had  been  killed  right  out,"  she 
said.   The  starkness  of  the  words,  of  the  reality  they 

sjioke.  flowed  over  him  like  icy  water;  he  felt  that  he  was 
sinking,  straimliiiu,  in  a  -ea  grimmer  than  any  about  Cape 
Horn  He  was  continuully  ajipulled  by  the  reuhzation 
that  there  was  no  escape,  no  sir.  glimmer,  leading  from 
the  pit  into  which  they  ^-  ibled.  He  had  the  sen- 
sation of  wanting  enomiu'  to  go  with  Nettie  but  was 
fast  in  chains  that  were  Ioca  d  on  him  by  a  power  greater 
than  his  will. 

"  It's  no  good,"  his  voice  was  flat. 

"  I  don't  believe  I'll  see  you  again,"  Nettie  articulated; 
"now  the  Xaidilus  is  near  ready  to  -ail.  I  can't  stand 
it,"  she  sobbed;  "that  la>t  time  you  went  out  the  harbor 
just  about  ended  me,  but  this  is  worse,  worse,  worse.  I'll 
—  I'll  take  all  the  opium." 

"  No,  you  won't,"  he  asserted,  standing,  confident  that 
her  spirit  was  too  normal,  too  vitally  healthy,  for  that. 
His  gaze  wandered  about  the  room:  her  clothes  were 
neatly  piled  and  covered  by  a  skirt  on  a  chair;  the  mirror 
on  her  chest  of  drawers  was  broken,  a  comer  missing; 
there  was  a  total  absence  of  the  delicate  toilet  adjuncts  of 
Rhoda  and  Taou  Yuen  —  only  a  small  paper  of  powder,  a 
comb  and  brush,  and  the  washstand  with  a  couple  of  coarse 
towels.  What  dresses  she  had  were  hung  behind  a 
ridiculously  inadequate      ^rv.    She  had  so  little  with 
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which  to  accomplish  what,  for  a  girl,  was  so  much. 
His  emotion  had  retreated,  leaving  him  dull-eyed,  heavy 
of  movement.    The  moment  had  come  for  his  departure. 
Gerrit  stood  by  the  bed.    Xettie  turned  uway  from  him, 
her  face  was  buried  in  the  pillow,  the  uppermost  free 
shoulder  shook.    "  Good-by,"  he  said.    There  was  no 
answer  and  he  patiently  repeated  the  short  tragic  phrase. 
Still  there  was  no  sound  from  Nettie.    There  would  be 
none.    Even  the  impulse  to  touch  her  had  died  —  died,  he 
thought,  with  a  great  many  feelings  and  hopes  he  once  had. 
A  fleet  surprise  invaded  him  at  the  absence  of  any  impulse 
now  to  protest  or  indulge  in  wild  passionate  terms;  he 
was  surprised,  too,  at  the  fact  that  he  was  about  to  leave 
Nettie.    The  whole  termination    f  the  affair  was  bathed 
in  an  atmosphere  of  stale  calm,  like  the  air  in  a  ship's  hold. 

Gerrit  Ammidon  gazed  steadily  at  her  averted  head,  at 
the  generous  line  of  her  body  under  the  coverlet;  then, 
neither  hasty  nor  hesitating  in  his  walk,  he  left  the  room.' 
Kate  Vollar  met  him  at  the  foot  of  the  stair.  "You  under- 
stood," she  said,  "  that  I  only  bothered  you  because  your 
father  .  .  .  because  I  was  so  put  on  ?  " 

"You  were  quite  right,"  he  replied  in  a  measured 
voice;  "  it  will  all  be  attended  to.  With  the  agreement  I 
mentioned." 

"  How  they'll  take  it  I  don't  know." 
"  In  some  positions,"  he  told  her,  "  certain  persons  are 
without  any  choice.  The  facts  are  too  great  for  them.  I 
said  nothinc;  to  Nettie  of  Edward  Dunsack's  reason  for  my 
cominii,"  he  added  siunificjmtlv.  Out  in  the  street  he 
stopped,  facing  toward  Java  Head  and  evening;  but,  with 
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a  quiver  of  his  lips,  the  vertical  bittiT  line  between  his 
drawn  brows,  he  turned  and  marched  slowly,  his  head 
sunk,  to  where  the  Nautilus  was  berthed. 
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SEATED  in  the  libran-,  placidly  waiting  for  Edward 
Dun  sack  to  go,  Taou  Yuen  studied  him  briefly.  A 
long  or  thoughtful  survt\  was  unnecessar}- :  the 
oi)ium  was  rapidly  mastering  him.  That  fact  absorbed 
all  the  r*-' She  had  an  immcaMiralile  contempt  for  such 
physical  and  moral  weakness;  all  the  three  religions  fused 
in  her  overwhelmingly  condemned  self-indulgence;  her 
philosophy,  th  practical  side  of  Lao-tze's  teaching,  em- 
phasized the  uiter  futility  df  surrender  to  the  five  senses. 
At  the  same  tim^  he  was  the  subject  of  some  interest:  he 
was  an  American  who  had  lived  in  China,  and  not  only  on 
the  fringe  of  the  treaty  ports  —  he  had  penetrated  to  ?ome 
extent  into  the  spirit,  the  life,  of  things  Chinese;  while  she, 
Taou  Yuon,  was  amazingly  married  to  Gerrit  Ammidon,' 
was  a  Manchu  here,  in  America. 

Absolutely  immobile,  her  hands  folded  in  her  lap, 
she  considered  these  facts,  each  in  relation  to  the  other: 
there  was  wisdom  hidden  in  them  for  her.  If  Mr.  Dun- 
sack  had  retained  the  ordinary  blu^terin-r  Western  com- 
mercial mind,  his  knowledge  of  China  confined  to  the 
tea  houses  and  streets,  he  would  probablv  be  i)rosperous 
and  strong  to-day.  The  wisdom  lay  in  this  — that  here 
she  must  remain  Manchu,  Chinese;  any  attempt  to  be- 
come a  part  of  this  incomprehensible  country,  any  effort 
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to  involve  herself  in  its  mysterious  acts  or  thought,  would 
i;c  disastrous.  She  must  remain  culm,  unassertive,  let  the 
eternal  Tao  take  its  way. 

Edward  Dunsack  looked  actually  comic :  he  was  staring 
rudely,  with  a  foolish  air  of  flattery,  and  breathing  in 
labored  gasps  —  like  a  coolie  who  lurd  run  miles  with  a 
heavy  palanquin.  Then  her  mind,  hiirdly  reacting  from 
immediate  objects,  returned  to  the  contemplation  of  the 
dec})er  significance  of  her  presence  here.  Bent  in  on  it- 
self her  thought  twisted  like  a  raoonflower  vine  about  the 
-olid  fact  of  Gerrit.  She  realized,  of  cour.se,  that  he 
mu>t  have  had  the  past  of  any  hcahhy  honorab^'  man  of 
his  age,  and  that  it  would  have  included  at  .cast  one 
woman.  However,  when  even  the  present  was  an  almost 
complete  puzzle  his  past  had  been  so  lost  to  her  that 
she  had  not  considered  it  until  now. 

"  Vou  must  overlook  my  unceremonious  speech,"  Ed- 
ward Dunsack  proceeded  in  creditable  Chinese.  "  It 
was  clumsy,  but  I  was  deeply  affected.  It  is  my  niece,  you 
see,  who  was  hurt,  and  who  has  a  very  sad  history.  Then 
there  are  some  special  circumstances.  I'd  have  to  explain 
a  great  deal  before  you  could  understand  why  she  sent 
for  your  husband  and  why  he  left  so  hurriedly." 

"  There  is  nothino;  you  need  tell  me,"  Taou  Yuen  replied 
in  her  -low  careful  English.  "  Manchu  eyes  can  see  as 
well  as  .American." 

"  A  thousand  times  IxHter.'"  He.  too,  returned  to  his 
native  speech.  "  It  is  delightful  to  talk  to  a  truly  civilized 
being.  All  that  would  have  to  be  shouted  at  the  women 
of  Salem  is  unnecessary  now.  You  see  —  you  under- 
stand the  heart  of  a  man.'" 
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"  1  understand  you,"'  she  said  im[)er-unalJy. 

"  I  wonder  if  you  do,"  he  speculated.  Vou  ought 
to  see  what  — how  much  — I  think  of  you.  My  brain 
holds  nothini^  el.e,"  he  declared  in  a  low  intense  voice, 

drawiiiij;  nearer  to  her. 

She  had  a  momentary,  purely  feminine  shrinking  from 
his  emaciated  shaking  frame,  the  burning  eyes  in  a  face 
dead  like  a  citron;  then  her  placidity  returned,  the  assur- 
ance that  it  was  all  ordained,  that  his  gestures,  the  pump- 
ing of  his  diseased  heart,  had  no  more  individual  signifi- 
cance than  the  movements  of  a  mechanical  figure  o[)erated 
by  strings,  here  the  strings  of  supreme  Fate.  She  even 
smiled  slightly,  a  smile  not  the  mark  of  approval  or  humor, 
but  an  expression  of  absolute  composure.  It  drove  him 
at  once  into  fei)rile  excitement. 

"  At  least  I  understand  you,"  he  cried;  "  far  more  than 
you  suppose!  You  can't  impress  me  with  your  air  of 
a  Gautama.  I  know  the  freedom  of  your  country.  It 
doesn't  shock  you  to  realize  that  >our  husband  has  gone 
to  see  a  woman  he  loved,  perhaps  loves  still,  and  you 
are  not  disturbed  at  my  speaking  like  this." 

Here,  she  knew,  regarding  him  no  more  than  a  shrilling 
locust,  was  the  center  about  which  for  a  moment  blindly 
her  thoughts  of  Gerrit  and  herself  had  revulved.  His 
past— "a  woman  he  loved"  But  it  didn't  in  the  least 
U|.sct  her  present  peace  of  mind,  lier  confidence  in  Gerrit. 
There  was  a  sharp  distinction  between  the  eternal,  the 
divine,  Tao,  that  which  is  and  must  prevail,  and  the' per- 
sonal Tan,  subject  to  rebellion  and  all  the  evil  of  Yin; 
and  she  felt  that  her  hu>band's  Tao  was  good.  Out  of 
this  she  remarked  negligently : 
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"  After  all,  you  arc  more  ignorant  of  China,  ^han  I 
thought.  But,  of  course,  you  saw  only  the  common  and 
low  side.    You  have  not  heard  of  the  books  girls  are 

taught  from  — '  The  Sacred  Edict '  and  '  Mirror  of  the 
Heart.'  You  don  t  know  even  the  first  rule  of  '  The  Book 
of  Rite?,'  '  Let  your  face  and  attitude  he  grave  and 
thoughtful,'  and  the  second,  '  Let  your  steps  be  deliberate 
and  regular.' "  She  paused,  conveying  by  her  manner 
that  he  was  already  vanishing  and  that  she  was  relieved. 

"That  would  do  well  enough  if  you  were  a  scholar,  or 
a  bonze,"  he  retorted;  "but  such  innocence  in  a  fash- 
ionable woma^  is  a  pretense.  If  you  are  so  pure  how 
can  you  explain  your  gold  and  bracelets  and  pins,  all  the 
marks  of  your  worldly  rank?  Lao-tze  taught,  '  Rich  and 
high  but  proud  brings  about  its  own  misfortune.'  "  He 
was  so  close  to  her  now  that  she  caught  a  faint  sickly 
reek  from  his  body.  It  seemed  to  her  that  she  could  see 
his  identity,  his  reason,  vanish,  replaced  by  madness  in 
his  staring  eyes. 

"  I  worship  you,"  he  murmured. 

*'  Opium,"  she  spoke  disdainfully. 

'*  Your  own  tobacco  is  drugged,"  he  asserted.  "  But 
that's  not  important.  I  tell  you  I  worship  you,  the  most 
beautiful  person  in  the  world.  These  fools  in  Salem, 
even  your  husband,  can't  realize  one-tenth  of  your  per- 
fection; they  can't  venerate  you  as  I  do.  And  now  that 
Ammidon  has  gone  back  to  the  first,  we  are  free  too." 

"  You  are  a  liar,"  she  said  with  an  unexpected  col- 
loquial case. 

A  darker  color  stained  his  dr\'  cheeks.  "  You  saw 
him,"  he  replied.    "  Did  he  get  pale  or  didn't  he?  And 
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did  he  or  not  rush  from  the  room  like  a  man  in  a  fever  > 
I  te.l  )ou  It  s  no  use  pretending  with  me;  say  what  you 
please  I  know  how  delicate  your  senses  are.  I'll  tell  you 
this  too:  It-s  writtc'n  in  our  protjression  that  we  sii-^uld 
meet  here,  yc.,  and  he  a  great  deal  to  eacli  other.  It  wa. 
written  in  the  beginning,  and  we  had  Ix^n  drawing  to- 
gether through  a  million  cycles  before  Gerrit  Ammldon 
stuniMed  aero.>.s  you." 

Taou  Vuen  was  .surprised  by  a  sudden  conviction  that 
a  part  of  this,  at  least,  was  so.    No  living  thine.,  however 
minute,  escaped  from  the  weariness  of  movement,  either 
end.ng  ,n  final  and  blessed  suspension  or  condemned  to 
struggle  on  and  on  tlirough  countless  lives  of  torment- 
ing passion.    All  had  this  dignity  of  hope  or  de..pair- 
all  she  encountered  were  Immble,  impressive  or  debased 
in  the  working  of  the  mighty  law.    She  had  been  guilty 
as  tins  American  had  pointed  out,  of  dangerous  and 
wrong  pr,de,  and  she  accepted  her  lesson  willingly. 
Ihere  was,  however,  an  annoying  conflict  Ix-tween  Edward 
Dunsack  the  example,  the  impersonal,  and  Edward  Dun- 
sack  making  violent  profession  of  his  unspeakable  desire 
for  her.    Even  the  word  seemed  to  soil  her;  but  there  was 
no  other.    He  went  recklessly  on,  trying  to  increase  his 
advantage : 

"  We're  made  to  be  together." 

"  If  we  are  it  is  because  of  some  great  wickedness  of 
no.    If  we  are,  then  perhaps  I  am  lost.    But  it  is 
_    mv-d  to  re^Ht  evil,  at  least,  as  far  as  staying  out  of 
Its  touch  IS  resi.^tance."  s  "ui  ui 

"Nothing  can  keep  you  from  me,"  he  declared.  .An- 
other short  step  and  his  knees  would  be  brushing  her 
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pown.    A  stronger  wave  of  di.^likc,  sbrinkiiio;,  anger, 
drowned  her  logical  and  higher  resignation.     '  It  is  time 
for  you  to  go,"  she  said,  her  voice  still  even. 
"  Never." 

It  seemed  to  her  that  ^he  could  fci  l  his  hot  quivering 
touch  and,  all  her  pliilo-ophy  droppint^  from  Ikt,  she 
rose  quickly.  "  If  this  were  China,''  slif  told  him.  in  a 
cold  fury,  "  you'd  be  cut  up  with  knives,  in  the  courtyard 
where  I  could  look  on.  But  even  here  I  can  ring  for  a 
servant;  and  when  Captain  Ammidon  conies  back  he'll 
know  what  to  say  to  you," 

She  could  see  that  tlie  la^t  affected  him;  he  hesitated, 
drew  back,  his  hanging  fmger.,  clasping  and  unclas])ing.' 
That,  she  thought,  relieved,  would  dispose  of  him.  Then 
it  was  clear  that  his  insanity  persi.-^ted  even  in  t:,e  face  of 
the  considerable  threat  of  Gerrit's  hot  pride  and  violent 
tempers. 

"  It's  our  destiny,"  hz  repeated  firmly  in  his  borrowed 
faith,  at  once  a  little  terrifying  and  a  little  ridiculous  in 
the  alien  mold.  His  lijjs  twitched  and  his  bony  forehead 
glistened  in  a  fine  sweat.  Now,  thoroughly  roused,  she 
laughed  at  him  in  open  contempt. 

"Diseased,"  she  cried,  "take  your  sores  away!  Dog 
licked  by  dogs.  Bowl  of  filth,"  she  was  speaking  in 
Chinese,  in  words  of  one  syllable  like  the  biting  of  a 
hair  whip.  Edward  Dunsack  gasped,  as  if  actual  blows 
cut  him;  he  stood  with  one  hand  half  raised,  appalled  at 
the  sudden  vicious  rush  of  her  anger.  A  leaden  pallor 
took  the  place  of  his  normal  sallow  roloring,  and  it  was 
evident  that  he  had  difficulty  in  withstanding  the  pressure 
of  his  laboring  heart.    He  stood  between  her  and  the 
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door  and  she  had  a  premonition  that  it  would  be  useless 
to  attempt  to  avoid  him  or  escape.  She  could,  however, 
call,  and  some  one,  there  were  a  score  of  people  about 
the  'house,  must  certainly  appear.  At  that  moment  she 
saw  a  deep  change  sweep  over  his  countenance,  taking 
place  in  his  every  fiber.  There  was  an  inner  wrenching  .>i 
Edward  Dun^ack's  being,  a  blurring  and  infu>ion  of 
blood  in  his  eves,  a  breath  longer  and  more  agonized 
than  any  before,  and  she  was  looking  closely  into  the 
face  of  an  overwhelming  hatred. 

For  a  moment,  she  realized,  he  had  even  considered 
killing  her  with  his  flickering  hands.    Then  that  im- 
pulse subsided  before  a  sidelong  exi)ression  of  cunning. 
"  With  all  your  Manchu  attitudes,"  he  mocked  her,  "  yes, 
your  arist(icratic  pretense  of  mourning  and  marks  of 
rank,  you  are  no  different  from  the  little  pleasure  girls. 
Your  vocabulary  and  mind  are  the  same.    I  was  a  fool 
'or  a  while;  I  saw  nothing  but  your  satins  and  painted 
1  forgot  you  were  yellow,  I  had  forgotten  that  all 
...ma''s  yellow.    It's  yellow,  yellow,  yellow  and  never 
can  be  white.    I  shut  my  eyes  to  it  and  it  dragged  me 
down  into  its  slime."    His  voice  was  hysterical  with  an 
agonv  of  rending  >piritual  torment  and  hopeless  grief, 
"  It  poisoned  me  little  by  little,  with  the  smell  of  its 
rivers  and  the  cursed  smell  of  its  pleasures.   Then  the 
opium.    A  year  after  I  had  lo.'^t  my  position,  everything 
and  when  I  came  over  Iktc  it  followed  me  .  .  .  in 
own  blood.    Even  then  I  might  have  broken  away,  : 
almost  had,  when  Gerrit  Ammidon  brought  you  to  Salem 
You  came  at  a  time  when  I  was  fighting  hardest  t 
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throw  it  off.  You  sec  —  you  fascinated  mi-.  You 
were  all  that  was  mo.^t  allurirrj;  of  ("liina,  and  I  wanted 
you  so  l)adly,  it  all  came  back  so,  that  1  went  to  the 
opium  to  find  you." 

'*  Progression,"  she  said  ironically. 

"Perhaps,"  he  muttered.  ''Who  knows?  I'm  fin- 
i>hed  for  this  life  anyhow.  You  did  that.  I  can't  even 
keep  tlie  books  for  my  father's  penny  trade." 

His  hands  crept  rigidly  toward  her.  If  they  touched 
her  she  would  be  degraded  for  ever.  Yet  she  was  in- 
capalde  of  tlight,  her  throat  refu-i-d  the  cry  which  she  had 
been  debatiiig;  alternate  wave<  of  revul.-ion  and  stoical 
resignation  pas.sed  over  her  with  chills  of  acute  terror. 
Yet  she  managed  to  preserve  an  unstirred  exterior;  and 
that,  she  observed,  began  to  influence  him.  His  loathing 
was  as  great  as  ever:  but  his  vision,  that  had  been  fixed 
in  a  l>laze  of  fury,  I)roke,  avoided  her  direct  scrutiny,  her 
appearance  of  statue-like  unconcern. 

There  was  a  sound  of  quick  light  feet  in  the  hall,  the 
bright  voice  of  one  of  Gerrit's  nieces.  Edward  Dunsack 
fell  into  a  profound  abstraction :  he  turned  and  walked 
away  from  her,  standing  with  his  buck  to  the  room  at  a 
window  that  opened  upon  the  broad  green  park.  He  was 
so  weak  that  he  was  forced  to  support  himself  with  a 
hand  on  the  wall. 

Taou  Yuen  was  motionless  for  a  perceptible  «pace,  and 
then  moved  toward  the  door  in  a  dignit'ied  composure. 
All  this  had  come  from  the  utter  impropriety  of  the  life 
in  America.  Dunsack  glanced  at  her  as  she  withdrew,  and 
for  a  moment  she  saw  his  fine  profile  sharp  and  dark 
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against  tho  lii^ht-llcxxled  window.    His  lips  stirred  but 
she  heard  no  sound.    'I  hcn  she  was  on  the  stair  mount- 
ing to  her  room. 
There  mechanically  she  filled  her  pipe;  but  doing 

this  she  notiad  that  liir  liuiul^  were  trembling.  How 

lainontal.ly  she  Iiad  lail-d  in  tlic  preservation,  tlie  a.s- 
sertion,  of  her  .<uix'riority,  not  as  a  Mandiu,  but  in 
the  deeper,  the  only  true  sense  of  the  word  —  in  sub- 
mission. 

"  Requite  hatred  with  virtue." 

She  --jjoke  Lao-tze'-  admonition  aloud  and,  in  the 
customary  devious  channel  of  her  mental  processes,  her 
thoughts  returned  to  her  early  life,  her  girlhood,  so  marred 
by  sickness  that  the  Emperor  had  surrendered  his  cus- 
tomary proprietary  right  in  the  daughters  of  Manchu 
nobles. 

Surrounding  the  fact  o  her  early  suffering,  wh  ch  had 
kept  her  out  of  the  active  gayety  of  brothers  and  sisters, 
she  remembered  in  the  clearest  'etail  her  father's  house 
in  the  north;  the  later  residences  in  Canton  and  Shanghai, 

even  the  delightful  river  qa.rdens  of  the  summer  place  at 
Soochow,  were  less  vivid.  Inside  the  massive  tiled  stone- 
wall the  rooms  —  there  were  a  hundred  at  least  —  faced 
in  squares  on  the  inner  courtyard,  and  were  connected 
by  glass  endosed  verandas.  The  reception  houses  of 
the  front  court,  the  deei)]y  carved  wooden  platform  with 
its  scarlet  covering,  were  of  the  greatest  elegance;  they  were 
always  astir  with  the  numerous  secretaries,  the  Chinese 
writers  and  messengers,  the  mafoos  and  chair  coolies,  the 
servants  and  blind  inusu  ians  with  tlic  old  sons^s,  The 
Millet's  in  Flower  and  Kuou  Kuan  Go  to  tlie  Ospreys. 
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The  side  door  to  the  women's  apartments,  however, 
o[K'nc(l  into  a  retreat,  wlure  her  father  -  coneuhine.  he 
had  but  one,  trailed  like  u  bird  ot"  paradise,  and  there 
was  the  constant  musical  drip  of  a  fountain  in  an  ola 
granite  basin.  There,  during  the  years  when  she  was 
lame,  Taou  Yuen  mostly  stayed. 

She  had  been  dropix'd  from  a  [jalanijuin  in  her  -ixth 
year;  sharp  pains  soon  after  burned  in  her  hip,  and 
the  corresponding  leg  had  perceptibly  shortened.  A 
great  many  remt-dies  were  tried  in  vain  —  burning  with 
charcoal,  the  application  of  blatk  plasters,  sweating, 
acupuncture  —  sticking  long  needles  into  the  afflicted 
part.  The  doctors  declared  that  the  five  el'  nents  of 
her  body  —  the  metal,  wood,  water,  fire  and  earth,  were 
hopelessly  out  of  equilibrium.  Her  mother  had  then 
called  necromancers  and  devil  -charmers;  luiky  and  un- 
lucky days  were  explored;  strange  rites  were  conducted 
before  her  terrified  eyes  screwed  into  the  detennination 
to  show  no  alarm. 

A  year,  per'iaps,  after  they  had  become  resigned  to  her 
injury,  her  faiher,  always  a  man  of  the  most  liberal  ideas, 
had  suddenly  brought  into  the  garden  to  see  her  an  Eng- 
lish doctor  passing  through  China.  .Against  the  wailing 
protests  of  the  women  the  Englishman  had  been  given 
authority  to  treat  her;  and  he  had  caused  to  be  made  a 
til  in  ^teel  brace,  cla-[>ing  Taou  Yuen's  waist  and  extend- 
ing in  a  rigid  band  down  the  length  of  her  injured  leg. 
After  putting  a  high  shoe  on  her  other  foot  he  had  com- 
manded them  to  keep  the  brace  on  her  for  two  years. 

It  was  through  that  period  of  comparative  inactivity 
that  she  acquired  a  habit  of  reading  and  thought,  a  certain 
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prasp  of  pliilooplii'  il  attitude,  common  to  the  higher 
raaMiuliuf  C  Iuuc.nc  mind  l;ut  ;rc  among  their  women. 
She  had,  for  instance,  later,  read  Lao-tze's  Tao-teh-king, 
and  been  impressed  by  his  tranquil  elevation  above  the 
pi  ty  ill>  and  concerns  of  life  and  the  tlesh.  Her  father, 
like  ail  liir  rLiIiiiL;  cl  i--,  n  L;ardc(l  'l'aoi>m  —  whicii  had, 
indeed,  dej^cnerated  into  a  ma»  of  non^iiH'  about  llie 
transmutation  of  base  metals  into  ;;old  and  tlie  elixir  ot 
life  —  with  contempt.  But  this  seemed  to  her  no  de- 
pn  ciation  of  the  Greatly  Eminent  One  or  his  philosophy 
of  the  two  Taocs. 

The  hou>eliold,  or  at  least  tlir  family,  \vorshii)[H'd  in 
the  form  of  Confucius;  his  precei)ts  and  admonitions,  the 
sacred  hiao  or  filial  submission,  the  tablets  and  ancestral 
piety,  were  a  {)art  of  her  hlood;  as  .vas  the  infmiti  ly 
fainter  infuMon  of  lUi'ldlii-m:  \ct  in  her  int(i!e<tual 
brooding  it  was  to  the  Tao-teh-king  that  she  returned. 
She  paused  to  recall  that,  the  brace  at  last  removed,  she 
was  practically  completely  recovered;  but  the  bent,  the 
bracing,  given  her  mind  had  remained. 

The  color .'u!  pagc-.iiit  '>''  lier  t"i r<t  •.narri:'<;.c.  the  smaller 
but  splendidly  appointed  house  of  he  husband  —  he  was 
extremely  intelligent  and  had  honorably  ()a-sed  the  ex- 
amination for  licentiate,  one  of  only  two  hundred  success- 
ful hadirlors  out  of  twenty  thousand  —  and  the  jieriod 
followinn;  his  accidental  drowning  wheeled  quickly  through 
her  lirain.  .  .  . 

Only  Gerrit  Ammidon  was  left. 

She  loved  him,  Taou  Yuen  realized,  for  a  quality  en- 
tirely independent  of  rate:  he  had  more  than  anyone 
else  she  knew  the  virtue^  of  simplicity  and  purity  an- 
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nourK  fd  Ijy  Cliu aiiL^  r/.r  ;i  -  the  ni;irk-  of  tlii'  Truf  Man. 
"We  must  bccoiiif  likr  Imk'  (liidiLii.  ih.  Uld  MaMor 
had  written.  She  had  seen  this  at  once  in  the  amazing 
intcrvit  A  sanctioned  hy  her  father-in-law.  Most  women 
of  her  ilas>,  even  widows,  would  have  piridiod  witli 
shame  at  lieini;  expo-ed  to  a  forcit^iu  r.  But  Lu  Kik- 
wang  had  e.\pres,>ed  her  diitereii<e  from  them  in  the 
terms  of  his  proposal.  His  words  had  been  "  finely  bet- 
ter "  although  thi  truth  w  i-.  that  her  curiosity  had  al- 
ways nia-tert(l  tin-  other  ;uid  more  prudent  iii-tituts.  Vet 
tliat  ahjiie  would  not  have  pro-trated  her  hefore  Gerrit 
Ammidon  —  death  was  not  untiiinkaljle  —  nor  carried  her 
into  his  strange  terrifying  ship  and  stranger  life.  The 
love  had  been  born  almost  simult.uieou.-ly  with  her  first 
reco;;nition  of  his  diarader.  Now  her  pa.->ioii  foi  him 
was  close  and  jealous.  A  (Oii.slant  shiuinu  between  .'-U(  h 
humanity  and  the  calm  detachment  which  pret'igured  hea\  en 
was  what  most  convinced  her  of  the  truths  of  Lao-tze. 

All  this  took  boily  at  tlie  announcement  of  Ivlvv.ird 
Dunsack  about  Gerrit  and  hi-  iiiere.  Certainlx  he  nii;.:lit 
have  had  an  affair;  that  she  di.smis.>ed;  but  the  in.^inuated 
permanence  of  this  other  affection  was  serious.  She  would 
not  have  believed  Mr.  Dunsack  for  an  instant,  but,  as  he 
had  pointed  out,  Gerrit  lia  1  undoubtedly  been  uji.et;  he 
had  turned  pale  and  liurried  away  impolitely.  It  wa.-  by 
such  apparently  slight  indications  that  the  great  ini.er 
currents  of  life  were  discovered.  The  fact  that  Chinese 
officials  had  more  than  one  wife,  or,  to  speak  correctly, 
concubines  in  addition,  had  no  bearing  with  Gerrit;  such 
was  not  the  custom  with  .American  men.  It  represented 
for  him,  yes  —  dishonor. 
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She  liil)oriou.~l\'  rec;illid  h\<  cvon*  attitude  since  they 
had  lauded  in  Ai;nerica,  and  was  o'oligcd  to  admit  that 
he  had  changed  —  he  was  less  gay  and  though  his  man- 
ner was  always  consifV  r^iU:  .^'n  reroiriuzed  a  growing  im- 
patience beneath  his  .  iker  caiui.  /ler  philosophy  was 
again  torn  in  hnd-  Ijiri)  le;  inine  emotions.  She 
was  tilled  with  jealou.-y  .luu  i...;r  .'-'  and  hurt  pride.  The 
clearest  expression  of  his  possible  discontent  had  marked 
his  face  when  he  had  suddenly  come  into  their  room  and 
saw  her  rising  from  a  jirayer  for  his  father.  Gerrit's 
lips  had  been  compre^.-cd,  almost  di-dainful;  at  that 
moment,  she  knew  unerringly,  he  found  her  ugly.  Of 
course  it  had  been  the  hideous  garments  of  mourning. 

She  must  wear  the  unhcmmed  sackcloth  and  dull  slip- 
pers, bind  licr  headdress  and  cover  her  pins  with  pa-te, 
for  a  hundred  dav  :  and  then  a  second  mourning  of  black 
or  dark  Ijlue,  and  no  llowers,  for  three  years.  It  might 
well  be  that  by  then  Gerrit,  blind  to  thc-e  proprieties, 
would  find  her  unendurable.  Suddenly,  in  the  tremen- 
dous difficulty  of  holfling  him  against  an  entire  world, 
his  own  and  of  wliich  she  was  supremely  ignorant,  it 
seemed  to  her  that  she  needed  every  possible  means, 
every  coral  blossom  and  gold  filament  and  finger  of 
paint,  the  cunning  intoxication  of  subtle  dress  and  color 
and  perfume.  With  a  leaden  sense  of  guilt,  l^ut  in  a 
fever  ol  impatience,  of  ha-tc.  -Av  >tri[)ped  off  tiie  (oarse 
hemp  for  her  most  elaborate  satins,  her  santal  and  cloves 
and  carmine. 

When  Gerrit  came  in  it  had  grown  dark  with  night, 

and  he  cxi)lained  that  he  iiad  iicvp  hu'v  inspecting 
the  Nautilus'  spars.    She  li'-'hted  a  lamp,  then  another,  all 

[224] 


JAVA  HEAD 


she  could  find,  and  studied  him  unobtrusively.  She  was 
shocked  at  the  worn  expres.-ion  of  his  face;  it  seemed 
as  if  he  had  aged  in  the  few  hours  since  he  had  left  the 
library.  He  was  uneasy,  silent;  and,  secretly  dismayed, 
she  saw  that  he  was  indifferent  to  her  changed  appear- 
ance, too.  Taou  Yuen  (lel)ated  the  wi-ilom  of  telling  him 
about  the  painful  scene  with  Edward  Dunsack;  against  her 
original  intent  she  decided  in  the  negative.  She  in- 
formed herself  that  the  reason  for  this  was  a  wish  to 
pre-erve  him,  now  that  they  were  practically  at  the  day 
of  departure,  from  an  un[)leasant  duty.  But  there  was 
an  underlying  dimly  apprehended  and  far  different  mo- 
tive: she  was  afraid  that  it  would  blow  into  flame  a 
situation  that  might  otherwise  l)e  avoided,  bring  to  life  a 
past  iiatu-  illy  dying  or  dead. 

She  saw  that  he  was  scarcely  aware  of  her  presence  in 
the  room,  perhaps  in  his  life.  A  period  of  rcsentaient 
followed.  "You  are  dull,"  she  declared,  "and  I  am 
going  down  lo  the  garden  for  entertainment."  Gerrit 
HfKlded.  lie  would,  he  told  her,  i)e  along  .-hortly.  Be- 
low she  found  Roger  Brevard,  with  the  oldest  Ainraidon 
girl  and  her  mother. 

Roger  Brevard,  she  had  discovered,  was  in  I-^ve  with 
Sidsall.  The  latter,  it  developed,  was  to  leave  shortly 
for  a  party;  Mr.  Brev  i  was  not  going;  and,  when 
Gerrit's  sister-in-law  walked  across  the  grass  with  her 
daughter  the  man  dropped  into  an  easy  conver-ation  with 
Taou  Yuen.  She  had  a  feeling,  which  she  had  tried  in 
vain  to  lose,  of  the  vulgarity,  the  improi)riety  of  this. 
Vet  she  rccogniml  that  there  was  none  of  the  former  in 
Roger  Brevard;  he  rc^eniMcd  quite  a  little  her  dead 
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husitand,  Sic  ^^an-kwan;  and  for  that  reason  she  was 
more  at  case  u  itli  him  —  in  sj)itc  ol  >uch  unaccustomed 
familiarity  —  tlian  with  anyone  else  in  Salem  but  Gerrit. 

He  was,  she  admitted  condescendingly,  almost  as  cul- 
tivated as  the  ordinary  ^  linese  ttentleman.  Many  of  his 
thouu.  \vh(Tc  -he  could  undcr-^tand  their  exfires-ion, 
might  have  (.onie  from  a  study  of  tlie  sacred  kini^s.  At 
the  same  time  her  feminine  perception  realized  that  he 
had  a  genuine  liking  for  her. 

"  You  ll  Ik-  dcliuhted  to  leave  Salem,"  he  said,  leaning 
forward  and  -tudying  her. 

"  That  would  not  be  polite,"  she  answered  formally. 
"  You  have  been  so  good.  But  it  will  give  me  pleasure  to 
see  Shanghai  again.  Anyone  is  happier  with  customs  he 
understand-." 

"  And  prefers."  lie  added.  "  Indeed.  I'd  choose  some 
of  your  manner.-  rather  than  ours.  You  see,  )ou  have 
been  at  the  business  of  civilization  s  ■  much  longer  than 
the  rest  of  us." 

"  Our  history  ■  e.'dns  two  thou-and  years  before  your 
Christ,"  she  told  him:  "our  lan^ua_L;e  has  Inrn  sjwken 
without  change  for  thirty-three  centuries,  as  you  call 
them.  But  such  facts  are  nothing.  I  would  rather  hear 
your  non  —  nonsense,"  she  stumbled  over  the  word. 

Do  \  ()u  mean  that  what  we  call  nonsense  is  really 
the  nio.-t  important?  " 

"  Perhaps,"  she  replied.  "  Devotion  to  the  old  and 
dead  is  greatly  necessar)-  yet  you  smile  at  it.  I  didn't 
mean  that,  but  moons  and  lovers  and  music."  He  cried  in 
protest,  "  We're  terribly  serious  about  those!  " 
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"  I  hear  nothing  but  talk  about  cargoes  and  sales  and 
montv." 

"  \Vc  keep  the  other  under  our  iiat-,"'  he  instructed 
her.    She  was  completely  mystified,  and  he  explained. 

"  In  China,"  she  remarked  tentatively,  "  it  is  possil^le 
for  iL  man  to  love  two  women  at  once,  ma\l"  one  a  little 
more  than  tlie  other.  l)Ut  he  (an  lie  kind  and  just  and 
affectionate  to  them  both.  Tell  me,  is  —  i?  that  pobsibie 
with  an  American  ?  " 

"No!  "  he  spoke  emphatically.  "  We  can  love,  in  the 
way  you  mean,  only  one,  i)erli;ips  only  once.  I  wouldn't 
swear  to  that,  Imt  there  are  sim[)ly  no  exceptions  to  the 
fir.4.  Men  arc  unfaithful,  yes;  but  at  a  cost  to  them- 
selves, or  becau.se  they  are  incapable  of  restraint.  To  be 
unfaithful  in  anything  is  to  fail,  i>n  t  it?  You  can  lie  to 
yourself  as  effectively  as  to  anyljody  el.-e." 

She  h.xed  a  painful  attention  upon  him,  but  lost  at 
least  a  half  of  his  meaning.  However,  one  fact  was 
clearer  than  ever  —  that  Edward  Dunsack  had  said  an 
evil  thing  about  her  husband.  "  It  seems,"  he  went  on, 
"  that  even  sj)iritual  eonrems  can  be  the  result  of  long 
custom."  If  he  was  trying  to  tind  an  cxcu.<e  for  Chi- 
nese habit  she  immediately  disposed  of  it.  "  No,"  she 
said,  "  you  are  upside  down.  The  spirit  is  first,  the 
eternal  Taoj  everywhere  alike,  but  the  personal  spirit  is 
different  in  you  and  in  us." 

A  .sudden  dejection  seized  her  —  now  the  difference 
seemed  vaster  tlian  anything  she  had  in  common  with  Ger- 
rit.  A  wave  of  oppressive  nostalgia,  of  confusion  and 
dread,  submerged  her  in  a  faintly  thunderous  darkness. 
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She  felt  evenwhero  about  her  tht^  prc.-ince  of  evil  and 
threatening  >hades.  'I'hc  ajiproach  of  lier  hu.-band,  his 
heavy  settling  into  a  chair,  did  nothing  to  lighten  her  ap- 
prehension. 

"  How  soon  do  we  go?  "  she  asked  faintly. 

"  In  two  weeks,  with  nothing  u!u  xjn  i;  !,'"  \h-  r,  r-ponded 
without  interest  or  pleasure.  It  ll;i>lud  through  licr  mind 
that  he  was  depressed  at  leaving  Salem,  tliat  other  unman. 
His  present  indifference  was  very  far  from  the  manner 
in  which  he  had  first  discussed  their  leaving.  Yet,  even 
that,  she  ncalled  in  the  light  of  her  jiri'-eiit  sensitive- 
ness, had  been  unnaturally  abrujit  and  clothed  in  a 
great  many  loud-.-K)unding  word.-.  She  tuld  her  elf  arbi- 
trarily that  Edward  Dunsack  h;u'  lied  —  for  tiie  purpose 
which  his  conduct  afterward  made  clear  —  but  her  very 
feeling  was  proof  that  she  believed  he  had  spoken  the 
truth. 

She  was  a  victim  of  an  unea-^y  curio>ity  to  see  .  .  . 
she  made  a  violent  mental  effort  and  recaptured  the  name 
—  Nettie  Vollar.  Of  course  the  latter  had  been  the  de- 
liberate cause  of  whatever  wickedne-s  had  threatened  at 
the  return  of  Gerrit  with  her.  Taou  Yuen.  She  luul  how- 
ever no  douljt  of  the  extent  of  this:  Gerrit  was  Uj)right, 
faithful  to  the  necessity  Roger  Brevard  had  explained;  all 
that  assaulted  her  happiness  was  on  an  incorporate  plane, 
or,  anyhow,  in  a  proce--ion  of  consequences  extending 
far  back  and  forward  of  their  present  lives. 

But,  she  recognized,  she  had  no  excuse  nor  opportunity 
to  see  Nettie  Vollar.  Mrs.  Ammidon,  when  she  heard 
of  the  accident,  had  at  once  declared  her  intention  of 
going  to  the  Dunsacks'  liou-e;  still  that  promised  no 
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(hance  of  satisfyiriL;  !ier  own  desire.  The  1  ast  politeness 
in  the  world  prohihitcd  her  from  Lroinj,'  baldly  in  and 
demanding  to  see  the  woman.  She  couldn't,  all  at  once, 
make  convincing  a  sjTnpathy  or  impersonal  interest  en- 
tirely contradictory  to  her  insistent  indifference.  The 
best  she  could  hope  was  for  them  to  sail  away  as  quickly 
as  p()s>ihle;  when  on  tlie  other  >ide  of  the  sea:^  Gerrit 
would  probably  return  lo  \h  simplicity  of  being  she 
hud  adored. 

Then  a  trivial  and  yet  serious  fear  occurred  to  her  — 
l)erha])S  here,  among  all  the.>e  dead-wiiite  women,  he  no 
lunger  held  her  beautiful.  The  word  was  his  own,  or 
It  hud  been  his;  he  had  not  repeated  it,  she  realized,  twice 
since  they  had  been  in  Salem.  Personally,  she  found  the 
American  women  entirely  undi-iinguished  and  dressed 
in  grotes(jue]y  ugly  and  eheaj)  i  lollies  —  not  unlike  paper 
lanterns  bobbing  along  the  ground.  Their  faces  were 
shamelessly  here  of  paint  und  their  munners  would  have 
disgraced  the  lowest  servant  in  a  Cl.inese  courtyard. 
This  was  natural,  from  any  consider  u.on  oi  the  hideous  or 
inapprojiriate  things  that  surroun-ied  them,  and  from  the 
complete  luck  of  whut  she  could  distinguir^h  as  either  dis- 
cipline or  reverence.  Yet  Gerrit,  a  part  of  this,  would  be 
unable  to  share  her  attitude;  she  had  heard  him  praise 
the  appearance  of  women  so  insipid  that  she  had  turned 
expecting  vainly  an  ironic  smile. 

Roger  Brevard  ro-se  und  made  his  bow.  the  only  satisfac- 
tory ujjproach  to  a  courteous  gesture  she  had  met  outside 
Gerrit's  occasional  half-humorous  effort  since  leaving 
Shunghai.  He  <tirred,  muttered  a  perfunctot)'  phrase,  and 
sank  back  into  obscurity. 
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Little  cjuirks  of  unf;imiliar  disturbing  feeling  ran 
through  Taou  \'ui-n;  her  mind,  it  seemed,  had  l)ecome  a 
thing  of  no  miportance;  all  that  at  one  time  had  so 
largely  ordered  her  life  was  superseded  by  these  illogical 
emotions  spreading  apparently  from  her  heart.  The 
truth  was,  she  t  Id  herself,  that  —  with  all  her  reading 
and  philosophy  —  she  had  had  little  or  no  experience  of 
actuality:  the  injury  to  her  hip  and  quiet  life  in  the  gray 
garden  at  Canton,  her  protected  existence  in  the  women's 
apartments,  whatever  she  might  have  learned  from  them 
neglected  because  of  the  general  silliness  of  their  chat- 
ter, the  formal  early  marriage,  had  all  combined  for  the 
preservation  of  her  ignorance. 

She  regarded  herself  now  with  distrust;  nothing  could 
have  been  more  unpleasant  than  the  failure  of  her  will, 
this  swamping  of  her  equanimity.  She  never  lost  for  a 
moment  the  imape  of  superiority  that  should  be  her  per- 
fect example,  the  non-assertion  that  was  the  way  of  heaven ; 
but  her  comprehension  was  like  a  figure  ruthlessly  dragged 
about  by  an  overpowering  unreflective  force.  A  sharp 
hatred  of  Nettie  Vollar  seared  her  mind  and  perished 
in  a  miserable  >ense  of  weakness. 

Against  the  dark,  charged  with  a  confusion  of  the  ten 
thousand  things,  she  stared  wearily  and  wakeful.  She 
reminded  herself  again  that  Gerrit  would  soon  be  gone 
from  Salem,  alone  with  her  on  the  long  voyage  to  China; 
but  he'd  return  to  .\iinrica.  come  i>ack  to  Salem;  and 
she  knew  that  he  would  never  bring  her  westward  again. 
A  period  of  depression  followed  which  seemed  to  have 
no  immediate  connection  with  Gerrit;  she  had  an  in- 
definable feeling  of  struggling  in  vain  against  adversity, 
of  opposition  to  an  iinplacai)le  power. 
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For  a  short  while  after  she  rose  in  the  morning  it  ap- 
peared that  .-he  had  regained  her  >ell'-control,  her  reason; 
and  a  consequent  happy  relief  irradiated  her.  But  when 
Gerrit  came  up  after  she  had  finished  her  toilet  and  she 
saw,  from  his  haggard  face,  that  he  too  must  have  been 
awake,  tormented,  througli  the  night,  a  passion  of  bit- 
terness enveloped  her  at  which  all  that  had  gone  before 
turned  pale.  She  could  scarcely  restrain  herself  from  a 
noisy  wailing  accusation,  and  stood  regarding  him  with 
a  tense  unnatural  grimace,  the  result  of  her  effort  to 
preserve  propriety.  She  told  herself,  at  the  tempest  of 
vulgar  phrases  storming  through  her  consciousness,  that 
what  Edward  Dunsack  had  said  about  her  being  no  bet- 
ter than  the  tea  house  girls  was  true,  and  she  was  aghast 
at  the  inner  treachery  capable  of  such  self -betrayal.  Not 
a  quivering  word,  however,  escaped;  she  managefl  a  com- 
monplace phrase  and  turned  aside  in  a  trivial  pretext  of 
occupation. 

"  I  am  going  into  Boston  with  Captain  Dunsack  on 
L  ness  connected  with  his  schooners."  The  girl's  grand- 
father! "Very  well.''  She  spoke  placidly,  and  with  a 
tempestuous  heart  watched  hira  stride  quickly  about  the 
park. 

She  settled  herself  in  a  long  motionless  contemplation, 
fastening  her  mind  upon  the  most  elevated  and  revered 
ideas  conceivable.  She  saw  the  eternal  Tao  flowing  like 
a  great  green  river  of  souls,  smooth  and  mighty  and  re- 
sistless; and  she  willed  that  she  too  might  become  a  part 
of  that  desirable  self-effacement,  safe  in  surrender.  Men 
striving  to  create  a  Tao  for  personal  ends  beat  out  their 
lives  in  vain.    It  was  the  figure  of  the  river  develop- 
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in;;,  like  lloatiii.L;  on  a  (KlilKTatc  all-powerful  tide  i 
struggling  impotcntly  against  it. 

Later  a  mcs.sage  came  up  from  Mrs.  Ammidon  —  si 
hoped  that  Taou  Yuen  would  drive  with  her  that  afte 
noon.  SIio  drc--cd  with  the  mo4  particular  care,  i 
blue  and  dark  greens,  hL-r  >houl(lcrs  tlii<  k  with  emhroiderc 
garlands  and  silver  shun,  her  i)ikd  iiair  ornamented  i 
glittering  silver  kaves  and  garnets. 

She  went  down  w  hen  she  heard  the  horses  on  the  strc^ 
below  hut  tlie  Itarouche  wa^  eni[)ty  ex(e[)t  for  the  coael 
man.  "Mrs.  Ammidon  left  a  half  hour  ago,"  a  servai 
told  her;  "and  sent  the  carriage  hack  for  you."'  Th{ 
moved  forward,  going,  she  saw,  into  a  part  of  the  tow 
where  they  seldom  drove  —  the  narrow  crowded  way  b 
the  wharves  —  and,  turnin;,'  shortly  into  a  street  thi 
ended  abruptly  at  the  water,  drew  up  before  a  dingy  hous 
on  her  right. 

The  door  was  open,  and  they  waited,  confident  thi 
Mrs.  .-\mmidon  would  hear  the  clatter  of  hoofs  and  con: 
out;  i)ut  a  far  different  nptx-irc.i.  She  gazed  for  a  siler 
space  at  Taou  Yuen  seated  above  her,  as  if  ton  fused  b 
the  glittering  magnificence.  It  was  prol)able  that  Gerrit 
brother's  wife  had  come  there  on  an  errand  of  charit 
for  the  woman  wa-^  poor,  dingy  like  the  house,  with 
face  drawn  liy  suffering  and  material  struggle. 

"  Of  course  you're  Captain  Ammidon"s  wife."'  she  said 
"  and  you  are  here  after  Mrs.  William  Ammidon.  W  ei 
she's  gone;  but  she  left  a  message  for  you.  She  will  b 
at  II  t'nr\'  \\  hi[inl('  the  hcok^eller.  After  she  saw  Netti 
she  went  right  uff  to  send  her  some  things;  wnuldn 
wait  for  the  carriage.    .\  kind-hearted  determined  body. 
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T:'.ou  Yuen  Uaiud  out  to  cominanrl  t!ie  coachman  to 
drive  on;  but  the  other,  pUiinly  bent  oa  niakinj;  the  most 
ol"  a  rare  oiiportunity  for  such  a  conversation,  continued 
talking  in  her  low  resigned  way. 

"  I  w  1^  L'lad  to  1m ve  her  too;  Nettie  get-  pretty  fretful 
up  there  with  nol-ody  hut  me,  real!}-.  Slie  lia-n't  he<Ti  so 
well,  either,  since—"  here  >he  stoj.ped  abruptly,  rccom- 
nienied.  I  like  to  see  a  person  myself  of  Mrs.  Am- 
midon's  kind.  I've  been  alone  all  day;  father's  gone  to 
Bo-ton  and  I'dward  away  I  don't  know  where." 

Taou  Yuen",-  curio-ity  to  -ee  Nettie  Vollar  returned  in- 
fmitely  multiplied;  here,  miraculously,  was  an  oppor- 
tunity foi  her  to  .study  the  woman  who  was  beyond  any 
doubt  an  important  part  of  Gerrit's  past,  present  —  it 
mii^ht  be,  his  future.  The  men  were  i:nne.  .  .  .  She  got 
resolutely  down  from  tlv,'  barouche.  "Take  me  up  to 
your  daughter,"  she  directed  (juietly. 

"  Why,  that's  very  kiad,  but  I  don't  know  —  Yes,  cer- 
tainly. Mind  these  stairs  with  your  satin  skirts;  I  don't 
always  get  around  to  the  whole  house." 

Taou  Yuen  saw  at  once  that  Nettie  \o]\:iT  was  far 
sicker  than  she  had  realia-d:  her  head  lay  on  the  pillow 
absolutely  spent,  her  brow  damply  plastered  with  hair 
and  her  eyes  enlarged  and  dull.  Taou  Yuen  drew  a  chair 
forward  and  sat  beside  a  table  with  a  glass  bowl  of  small 
dark  iiills  which  from  a  ju-t  perceptible  odor  she  recog- 
nized as  opium.  She  looked  intently,  coldly,  at  the  pros- 
trate figure.  A  flush  like  match  flames  burned  in  Nettie 
Vollar's  cheeks,  and  she  said  in  a  voice  at  once  weak  and 
sharp: 

"  You're  her!  " 
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Taou  Yuen  nodded  >lo\vly,  disdamtuliy. 

"Oh.  how  could  he!"  'the  other  e.xdaimed  in  wha 
sounded  Uke  the  thin  echo  of  a  passionate  cry.  I  knev 
you  were  Chinese,  hut  I  ne..r  realized  it  till  this  min 
ute. 

As  Gerrit  Ammi,!.,,;-.  uif,  h,d  fcarnl  she  was  tot;dli 
unable  to  judge  a  single  (|uality  or  feature  of  the  girl  be- 
fore her.    She  looked  exactly  like  all  the  others  she  hac 
Men  ,n  Salem:  in  ordrr  to  reali/e  her  she  needed  Gerrit's 
eye>,  Gernt-.s  birtli.    Then  one  fact  crept  insidiously  intc 
her  consciousness -here,  in  a  way,  w...  another  beinc 
who  had  Gernt  Ammidons  childlike  simplititv.  'Ilui 
\va.  the  most  terrifying  discovery  she  could  have  made 
lauu  Viu  n  felt  the  return  of  the  hateful  irresistible  emo- 
tions which  had  destro)ed  her  seil-coiitro],    S!ie  wanted  to 
hurt  Nettie  Vollar  in  every  possible  wav,  to  mo,  k  her 
with  the  fact  that  she  had  lost  Gerrit  perhaps  never  to 
see  him  again ;  she  wanted  to  tell  her  that  she,  Taou  Yuen 
entirely  understood  her  hopes,  efforts,  and  that  they  were 
vain 


An  utter  self-loathing  possessed  her  at  the  same  time  a 
feeling  of  imminent  danger  as  if  she  were  walkin--  wiUi 
^v.l] fully  .hut  eyes  on  the  edge  of  a  precipice  above  a 
black  fatal  void.  Not  a  trace  of  this  appeared  on  her 
spooled  countenance;  and  once  more  she  completely  re- 
stramed  any  defiling  speech.  She  deliberately  shifted 
her  point  of  view  to  another  possible  aspect  of  all  that 
confronted  her -it  might  l>e  that  this  woman  was  a 
specter,  a  h,.i.  h,nt  on  Gerrifs  destruction.  Such  a 
thing  01  tea  hap])ened.  How  much  better  if  Xeitie  Wlir 
had  been  killed!    She  studied  her  ^ith  a  renewed  in- 
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tcrest  —  ri  fresh  question.  Perhaps  the  otlier  would  die  as 
it  was.  She  was  extremrly  weak;  her  s[)irit,  Taou  Yuen 
SAW,  lay  li.stlossl)  in  a  listle.ss  body.  Nettie  Vollar  slightly 
moved  her  injured  arm,  and  that  little  effort  exhausted 
her  for  a  moment;  her  eyes  closed,  her  face  was  as  white 
as  salt. 

.\  further,  almost  philosophical,  consideration  engaged 
Taou  Yuen's  inind  —  this  extraordinary  occasion,  her 
being  with  the  other  alone,  Nettie  Vollar's  fragility,  were, 
it  might  be,  all  a  part  of  the  working  of  tlie  righteous 
Yang.  In  the  light  of  this.  then,  she  had  i»een  lirought 
here  for  a  jjurpose  .  .  .  the  ending  of  a  mei  ;ice  to  her 
husband.  She  hesitated  for  a  breath  — if  it  were  the 
opposite  malignant  Yin  there  was  no  bottom  to  the  in- 
famy into  which  she  might  fall.  It  was  a  tremendous 
question. 

The  actual  execution  of  the  practical  suggestion,  from 
cither  source,  was  extremely  easy;  she  had  but  to  lean 
forward,  draw  her  heavy  sleeve  across  the  strained  face, 
hold  it  there  for  a  little,  and  Nettie  Vollar  would  have 

died  of  —  of  any  one  of  a  number  of  reasonable  causes. 
She,  Taou  Yuen,  would  call,  politely  distressed,  for  the 
mother  .  .  .  very  regrettable. 
Gerrit  free  — 

Perhaps. 

She  had  no  shrinking  from  the  act  itself,  nothing  that 
might  have  been  called  pity,  a  few  more  or  less  years  in 
a  single  life  were  beneath  serious  consideration;  it  was 
the  lives  to  came,  the  lingering  doubt  of  which  power  led 
her  on,  which  restrained  and  filled  her  mind.  .A  flicker 
of  rage  darted  through  her  calm  questioning;  her  mental 
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processes  a^^ain  laded.    Wah  her  r; -ht  arm  aun,.  iV 
supine  body  and  enveloping  the  fai.  ui  her  Ictt  Mtcvt- 
^iniile  twist  and  Nettie  Vollar  would  .  hoke  in  a  cloud  c 

thi..  k  <;itin  mule  u'av  uitli  unf  ui  ^^.,^^,r<  and  th 
cmt.roidered  >>m!,ol  of  ]uw,:  life.  Sh.  iVIt  her  l^niy  groi 
rif,'id  witli  purpose  ulieii  the  sound  o!  a  foollall  U'lo\ 
held  her  motionless  in  an  unreasoning  dread. 

It  was  not  heavy,  yet  she  was  certain  that  it  was  no 
the  uonianV.  .\  |,h,r  voices  drifted  up  to  her,  th 
dejected  feminine  tone  th  •>  ,,uerulou.  .K  tn  ind 

surprise.  Taou  Vuui  tun,,  j  eol-i  .tone:  the  sen.sa 
tion  of  oppressive  danger  increased  until  it  seemed  as  i 
>he,  and  not  .Nettie  \ollar.  were  strangling.  There  wai 
a  profound  >tilln-  then  ^InaiL;,^  tread  '-n  -h,.  ,tair,  anc 
Edward  Dun.sack  entered,  .  :,t,  red  hut  si  ithout  ad- 
vancing, his  back  again.>t  .i  Jo-.d  dour. 

Even  since  yesterday  he  had  notice. .bly  wasted,  there 
were  mu.scles  of  Ins  f  i  e  th  -  twitched  continuously;  his 
hands,  it  seemed  to  her,  w.^i-hed  like  worms.  He  said 
nothing,  but  stared  at  her  uah  a  is  ..  ,1  :;h!:ering  visum; 
all  his  one  time  worship  —  ,t  had  heen  -o  much  —  was 
devoured  in  the  hatred  born  in  the  Aramidon  library. 
Frozen  with  .[  nreh -iMon  ^he  .sat  without  movement;  her 
face,  .she  felt,    -  -till  as  a  I„<,iucred  mask. 

To  her  astoiii.,liment  —  .she  had  forgot i.  n  Nettie  \'ollar's 
existence  —  a  shaken  voice  from  the  bed  demanded : 

"  I'nele  Edward,  what's  come  over  vou!    Don't  you  see 
Mrs.  .\mmidon  '    Oh  — "  ,   r  spee  h  n.^..  in  a  choked  ex- 
clam.aion.     Edward  T'ansatk  had  tun.  d  the  kev  and  was 
Tossing  the  nnjm  witii  a  dark  t\vi,tcd  face,  hi-  eye< 
stark  and  demented.    Taou  Yuen,  swung  round  toward 
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the  advancing  fi^uri',  luanl  a  loii-.'.  iluttcriiiL;  breath  hx*- 
Iiind  lier.  I'lrhojw  Nettie  Wdl.r  had  died  oi  Inght. 
The  terror  in  her  own  brain  dried  up  bei'ore  an  over- 
whelming realization  —  she  had  Ix'trayed  her?elf  to  the 
principle  of  evil.  She  uas  lo^t.  Her  thouu'lu-  \v(  h-  it 
once  incredililv  rapid  and  entirely  vivid,  h)LMeal:  I.dward 
Dunsack,  ruintd,  in  Ciiinn:  her-elt"  blinded,  confuse  1,  de- 
stroyed in  Ameriia.  Voterd.'y  she  h:td  luld  him  i)ower- 
less  with  the  mere  potency  of  her  righteousness;  but  now 
she  had  no  strength. 

Tliere  ua'^  a  loathsome  murmur  from  lii-  du  t\  b'v- 
He  inlinded  to  kill  lur,  to  mar  and  <[>oil  lier  tbroat,  a 
degradation  forbidden  b\  (  oiifueius,  an  eternal  di-lujure- 
ment.  This  filled  her  with  a  renewed  energy  of  horror. 
.  .  .  Here  there  wa-  none  but  a  fetble  woman  to  licar  lu-r 
if  -lie  (  iillesl.  SI;,  ro  e  mcdianit  allw  a  li  iid  on  tin-  tal)le; 
I'aou  \  uen  saw  N\!iii-  \'ollar'>  deathly  pallid  laee  rolled 
awkwardly  from  tiie  pillow,  and  tlie  bowl  of  of)ium.  There 
were  twenty  or  more  pills.  Without  hesitation,  even  with 
a  -en-e  of  relief,  .she  .'wept  the  contents  of  the  Ikjv.I  into 
her  [lalm.  The  effort  of  -wallowinfT  so  m:iny  hard  parti- 
cles was  almost  convulsive  and  followed  with  a  nauseous 
spasm. 

Exhausted  by  mental  effort  she  sank  into  a  chair  and 
a  dullness  like  siiioke  scitlcd  over  her.  The  iV^ure  of 
Edward  Dunsaek  retreated  te>  an  infmite  di-tanrc.  The 
smoke  moved  in  a  great  ste:,dv  volume  —  tho  eternal  and 
changeless  Tao,  without  labor  or  desires,  without.  .  .  . 
Hatred  requited  with  virtue  .  .  .  attracting  all  honor  — 
mounting  hiirher  -nd  hi?'her  from  lh<  v  no'^umincr  passions, 
the  seething  black  lives  of  h'  r  imme:>ural)le  fall. 


X 


AI.THOrOH  the  late  afternoon  was  at  an  hou 
when  Di  rliy  Street  <hoak\  have  been  filled  by  a 
half-idle  throng  in  the  slackening  of  the  day' 
waterside  emplo>-ments  Roger  Brevard  found  it  noticeabl 
empty.  In  this  he  suddenly  recognized  that  the  stret 
wa>  like  the  countiiigrooni  of  the  ^Mongolian  Marin 
Insurance  Com[)any.  tiie  heart  of  Salem's  greatness  —  the 
were  weaker,  stilled  in  a  decline  that  yet  was  not  eviden 
in  the  impressive  body  of  the  town. 

When  he  had  first  taken  charge  of  this  branch  boti 
Salem  and  it  had  been  of  sufficient  moment  to  attract  hin 
from  New  York;  the  company  was  in^^uring  Boston  anc 
New  York  vessels;  the  captains  had  thronged  its  broac 
window  commanding  St.  Peters  and  Essex  Streets.  Now 
only  an  occasional  shipmaster,  holding  the  old  traditions 
and  hahit-^  or  rNe  retired,  sat  in  the  comfortable  armchairs 
with  leather  cushions  drawn  up  at  the  coal  hearth  or  ex- 
pansive in  white  through  the  summer. 

His  mind  shifted  to  a  consideration  of  these  facts  in  re- 
lation to  himself  —  whether  the  same  thing  overtaking  the 
place  and  marine  insurance  had  not  settled  upon  him  too 
—  as  he  macu'  his  way  from  Central  Wharf,  wliere  he  had 
vainly  gone  for  prospective  business.  His  incjuiry  was 
reaching  a  depressing  certainty  when,  passing  and  gazing 
down  Hardy  Strcrt  he  saw  the  Ammidon  barouche  stand- 
ing in  front  of  the  Dunsp.dc  '. 
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Roger  Brevard  stopped:  the  Ammidon  men,  he  knew, 
seldom  drove  about  Salem,  He  had  heard  of  ^leitie  Vol- 
lar's  accident  and  came  to  the  conclusion  that  Rhoda  was 

within.  If  this  ucre  so,  her  visit,  limited  to  a  charitable 
impulse,  would  be  short;  and  thinking  of  the  pleasure  of 
driving  with  her  he  turned  into  the  side  way.  As  he  ap- 
proached, the  coachman  met  him  with  an  evident  impa- 
tience. 

"  No,  sir,"  he  replied  to  Brevard's  inquir}-.  "  But  we 
were  to  get  Mrs.  Ammidon  at  the  ljook.store.  Mrs.  Captain 
Gerrit  called  here  for  her,  but  she  went  inside  unex- 
pected. All  of  an  hour  ago.  I  don't  like  to  ask  for  the 
lady,  but  what  may  be  said  later  I  can't  think." 

He  had  scarcely  finished  speaking  when  a  woman  whom 
Brevard  recognized  as  Kate  Vollar  appeared  at  the  door. 
"  Oh,  Mr.  Brevard!  "  she  exclaimed  with  an  unnaturally 
pallid  and  apprehensive  face.  "  I'm  glad  to  find  you. 
Please  come  upstairs  with  me.  Why  I  don't  know  but 
I'm  all  in  a  tremble.  Mrs.  Ammidon  went  to  see  Nettie, 
then  Edward  came  in,  and  when  ho  heard  who  was 
there  he  acted  as  if  he  were  struck  dumb  and  went  up 
like  a  person  afflicted.  I  waited  the  longest  while  and 
then  followed  them  and  knocked.  Why  the  door  was  shut 
I'd  never  tell  you.  But  they  didn't  answer,  anv  of 
them,"  she  declared  with  clasped  .^training  hands. 
"  Three  in  the  room  and  not  a  sound.  Please  — "  her 
voice  was  suddenly  suffocated  by  dread. 

"  Certainly.  Quarles,"  he  addressed  the  coachman, 
"  I'll  get  you  to  come  along.  If  there  is  a  lock  to  break 
it  will  need  a  heavier  shoulder  than  mine." 

Mounting  the  narrow  somber  stair,  followed  by  the  man 
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and  Kate  Vollar,  he  wondered  vainly  what  might  hav( 
happened.  Obscurely  some  of  the  woman's  fear  wai 
communicated  to  liim.  Brevard  knocked  abruptly  on  th« 
door  indicated  but  tlien-  was  no  answering  voice  or  move- 
ment. He  tried  the  lutLli:  a>  Xeities  mother  had  found, 
it  was  fastened. 

"  Quarles,"'  Ro,!,'cr  Brevard  said  curtly. 
The  coachman  stciipud  forward,  braced  himself  for  the 
shove  he  directed  a,<rain,^t  the  wooden  i^arrier,  and  the 
door  swept  splintering  inward.  Ro-cr  advanced  first  and 
a  grim  confusion  touched  him  with  cold  horror.  Taou 
Yuen  was  half  seated  and  half  lying  across  a  table  beside 
the  bcKl;  he  couldn't  see  her  face,  but  her  body  was  utterly 
lax.  Nettie  Vollar,  too,  was  in  a  dreadful  waxen  simil- 
itude of  death,  with  lead  colored  lips  and  fixeu  sightless 
eyes.  A  slight  extraordinary  sound  rose  behind  him,  and 
whirling,  Brevard  discovered  that  it  was  Edward  Dun- 
sack  giL-ling.  He  was  silent  immediately  under  the 
other  s  scrutiny,  and  an  expression  of  stubborn  and  mali- 
cious caution  pinched  his  wasted  sardonic  countenance. 

Brevard  turned  to  the  greater  necessity  of  the  women, 
and  moved  Taou  Yuen  so  that  he  could  see  her  features.' 
It  was  evident  that  she  was  not,  as  he  had  first  thought, 
dead;  her  breathing  was  slow  and  deep  and  harsh,  her 
pulse  deliberate  and  full;  she  was  warm,  too,  but  her 
face  was  suffused  by  an  unnatural  blueness  and  the  pupils 
of  her  inert  eyes  were  barely  discernible.  He  shook  her 
with  an  unceremonious  vigor,  but  there  was  no  an^vcring 
energy;  she  fell  across  his  arm  in  a  .sheer  weiuht  of 
satin-covered  body.  He  moved  back  in  a  momontarv  un- 
controllable repulsion  when  Kate  Vollar  threw  herself  pa.st 
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him  onto  the  bed.  "  Nettie!  "  she  cried,  "  Nettie!  Net- 
tie! Brevard  was  chilled  by  the  possibility  of  an  un- 
utterable tragedy,  when  with  a  faint  suffusion  of  color  the 
girl  gave  a  gasping  sigh.  Her  voice  stirred  in  a  terror- 
shaken  whisper: 

"Uncle  Edward.  don"t!  Why  —  don't.  Oh!"  She 
pressed  her  face  with  a  long  shudder  into  the  pillow. 
"Whatever  was  it—?"  her  mother  lx.gan  wildly.  Bre- 
vard caught  her  shoulder.  "Not  now,"  he  directed; 
"  you'll  come  downstairs  with  me.  We  must  have  help  at 
once  and  your  daugliter  quit  t." 

However  he  was  in  a  quandary  —  he  couldn't  trust  the 
woman  here,  he  would  have  to  go  immediately  for  assist- 
ance, and  yet  it  was  impossible  to  leave  Nettie  Vollar  and 
Gcrrit's  wife  alone.  "You  will  have  to  wait  in  the 
room,"  lie  decided,  turning  to  Quarlcs. 

Edward  Dunsack  was  wavering  against  a  wall;  Brevard 
went  swiftly  up  to  him.  "We'll  need  you,"  he  said 
shortly.  Dunsack  maintained  his  silence  and  air  of  stub- 
born cunning;  but,  when  the  other  man  clasped  his  in- 
crodil>ly  thin  arm,  he  went  willingly  followed  by  Kate 
Vollar  below.  There  he  sat  obediently,  his  judicious 
detachment  broken  by  a  repetition  of  the  thin  .shocking 
snigger. 

"  You  must  be  responsible  for  your  brother,"  Roger 
Brevard  told  the  quivering  wom:;n.  I'll  l)c  back  imme- 
diately. Now  that  you  know  Nettie's  safe  you  must 
control  yourself.  No  one  should  go  up  —  keep  everybody 
out  — till  you  hear  from  me  or  the  doctor  or  Captain 
Ammidon." 

What  an  inexplicable  accident  or  crime,  he  thought,  hur- 
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riedly  approaching  the  countingliouse  of  Aramidon,  Am- 
midon  and  Saltonstone,  the  first  and  nearest  of  the  phices 
to  whitli  he  must  j^o.  He  coukl  remember  no  mark  of 
what  had  overcome  Taou  Yuen.  How  was  Dunsuck,  who 
was  now  clearly  demented,  implicated?  What  racking 
thing  had  Nettie  Vollar  seen? 

In  the  suhse(iuent  cxclamatorv  ni-h,  even  on  the  fol- 
lowing morning  when  Roger  Brevard  learned  that  — 
poisoned  l>y  opium  undoubtedly  taken  by  herself  —  Ger- 
rit  Ammidon's  wife  had  died  without  regaining  conscious- 
ness, the  greater  part  of  the  tragedy  became  little  clearer. 
Xo  statement  could  be  had  from  Edward  Dunsack  other 
than  a  ir-caningless  array  of  precautionarj'  phrases;  and 
returning  in  a  sliding  gait  toward  Hardy  Street  he  was 
put  under  a  temporary  restraint. 

Nettie  Vollar,  Brevard  heard,  had  relapsed  from  hei 
injur)'  into  a  second  critical  collapse.  Yet,  he  told  him^ 
self,  entering  the  room  that  was  his  home  in  Mrs.  Cane': 
large  square  house  cn  Chestnut  Street,  that  the  Mancht 
still  absorbed  his  speculations. 

It  was  a  pleasant  room  and  a  pleasant  house  with  a  dig' 
nified  portico;  and  his  tall  windows,  back  on  the  right  o 
the  second  floor,  opened  on  the  length  of  the  Napiers'  gar 
den.  Brevard  sat  looking  out  over  a  dim  leafiness  o 
evening  and  tried  to  discipline  his  thoughts  into  order  am 
coherence.  Any  dignity  of  death  had  been  soiled  by  th< 
ugly  mystery  of  the  aspects  surrounding  the  end  of  Taoi 
Yuen. 

He  had  liked  her  extremely  well,  agreeing  with  Rhodi 
Ammidon  that,  probably,  they  had  never  been  permittei 
to  know  a  more  aristocratic  lireeding  or  greater  degrees  o 
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purely  worldly  and  mental  and  personal  charm  than  those 

of  Gerrit's  wife. 

His  mind  grew  more  philosophical  and  a  perception, 
yet  without  base  in  facts,  convinced  him  that  Taou  Yuen 
had  been  killed  by  America.    It  was  a  fantastic  thought, 

and  he  attempted  to  dismiss  it,  waiting  for  more  secure 
knowledge,  but  it  persisted.  She  had  been  killed  l)y  un- 
familiar circumstances,  tradition,  emotions.  In  some 
manner,  but  how  he  was  unable  to  disentangle  from  the 
pressures  of  mere  curiosity  and  conjecture,  Nettie  VoUar 
—  or  rather  Gerrit's  old  passing  affair  wiih  Nettie  —  had 
entered  into  the  unhappy  occurrence.  After  an  hour''^  vain 
search  he  gave  up  all  effort  to  pierce  the  darkness  until  he 
had  actual  knowledge  —  if  he  ever  had,  he  was  forced 
to  add  silently.  It  was  possible  that  the  secret  ir.ight  be 
entirely  guarded  from  the  public,  even  from  the  closer  part 
he  had  played  and  his  familiarity  with  the  Ammidon 
family. 

He  was  an  inmate  of  their  inner  garden  with  its  lilac 
trees  and  hedged  roses  in  season,  the  pungent  beds  of 
flowers  and  box.  the  moonshade  of  the  poi)lars.  Roger 
Brevard  turned  from  the  consideration  of  Taou  Yuen  to 
the  even  more  insistent  claim  of  his  increasing  affection 
for  Sidsall.  He  stopped  again  both  to  lament  and  delight 
in  her  youth  —  another  year  and  he  would  have  unhesitat- 
ingly announced  his  feeling  as  love  to  them  all.  It  was 
that,  he  admitted  to  himself  almost  shyly.  The  obvious 
thing  was  for  him  to  wait  through  the  year  or  more 
until  the  Ammid<His  w(Hild  hear  of  a  proposal  and  then 
urge  his  desire.  ...  He  could  see  her  quite  often  mean- 
while. 

[24.^] 


JAVA  HEAD 


Yes,  that  was  the  sensible  course,  even  in  the  face  o 
his  own  multiplying  years.  They  were  twenty-five  raor 
than  Sidsall's;  yet,  lie  .ulded  in  self-extfnuation,  he  wa 
not  definitely  snared  in  middle  ivjy:  lie  \v,i-  A\\\  elastic  i 
ijody  and  youtniul,  ijut  for  graying  hair,  in  appearance 
His  birth  was  eligible  from  every  social  consideration 
and,  though  he  was  not  rich,  he  had  enough  independent! 
to  assure  the  safety  of  his  wife's  future.  This  did  n( 
come  entirely,  or  now  even  in  the  larger  part,  from  th 
Mongolian  Marine  Insurance  Company,  but  took  the  for 
of  a  comparatively  small  but  secure  private  income. 

He  paused  to  wonder  if  it  had  not  been  that  latter  fa 
which  had  prevented  his  l)ein^  successful  —  successfu 
that  was,  in  ^^■illiam  Ammidon's  meaning  of  the  wor 
He  had  not  made  money  nor  a  position  of  important 
among  men  of  affairs.  Such  safety,  he  decided,  was 
dangerous  possession  judged  by  the  standards  he  was  nc 
considering.  A  few  thou-.ind  a  year  for  life  struck  at  t' 
root  of  activity.  It  induced  a  critical  detached  attitu 
toward  life,  overemi)hasized  the  importance  of  the  cut  of 
trouser  and  the  validity  of  pedigree.  It  was  a  mistake 
dance  noticeably  well. 

Drifting,  together  with  almost  ever>one  else,  he  h 
reached  his  present  po-ition,  past  forty,  by  imperceptil 
degrees,  obscurely  influenced  by  the  play  of  what  he  i 
trinsically  was  on  circumstances  or  accident  or  fate. 

Although  he  had  never  done  so  before,  he  compai 
himself  with  Gerrit  Ainmidon.    The  other's  refusal 
accept  a  partnership  in  the  fan-dy  tirm  or  command 
California  clipper  was  known.    Gerrit  and  himself  w 
alike  in  that  they  apprehended  the  values  of  life  m 

[244j 


JAVA  HEAD 


clearly  than  did  the  ordinary  mind  or  heart.    But,  in 

retaliation,  tiie  world  tlity  ditYtrcd  from  curtly  brushed 
them  aside.  Roger  Brevard  could  not  see  tlutt  they  had 
made  the  least  mark  on  the  callous  normal  cruelty  or  the 
aesthetic  and  spiritual  blindness  of  the  existence  they 
shared.  But  it  was  always  possible  that  something  big- 
grr  than  their  Ljrasp  of  justice  or  beauty  was  afoot. 

He  turned  from  the  darkened  pros()ect  of  the  window 
and  his  thoughts  to  the  room.  W  itiiout  a  light  he  removed 
his  formal  street  clothes,  hanging  the  coat  and  waistcoat, 
folding  the  trousers  in  a  drawer,  with  exact  care;  changing 
his  lii^ht  boots  for  fiber  slipfjers  he  set  the  former  in  the 
row  of  footgear  drawn  up  like  a  military  review  against 
the  wall.  Though  it  was  quite  obscure  now,  and  no  one 
would  see  him,  he  paused  to  brush  his  slightly  disarranged 
hair,  before  —  tying  the  cord  of  his  chamber  robe  —  he 
resumed  his  seat. 

The  year,  he  reverted  to  Sidsall,  would  pass;  but,  try 
as  he  might,  he  had  no  feeling  of  security  in  the 
future,  however  near.  It  was  the  present,  this  Sidsall, 
that  filled  him  with  a  tyrarmical  and  bitter  longing.  She 
was  unbelievably  Iwautiful  now.  .Against  the  faintness  of 
his  hoj)e,  his  patience,  he  saw  the  whole  slow  process  of 
the  disintegration  of  marine  insurance,  and  with  it  his 
own  fatuous  insensibility  to  the  decline :  that  decline  with 
its  e.xact  counterpart  in  himself,  Salem  and  he  were  get- 
ting dusty  together. 

He  straightened  up  vigorou-ly  in  his  chair  —  this  -^,",ald 
never  do.  He  mu-t  wind  up  his  affairs  here  and  return  to 
New  York.  The  tranquil  backwater  had  overpowered  him 
for  a  time;  but,  again  awake,  he  would  strike  out  strongly 
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.  .  .  with  Sidsall.  Endless  doubt  and  hope  fluctuated 
within  him.  Voices  rose  from  the  Napier  j^urdtn,  and 
from  u  tree  sounded  the  whirring  of  the  first  locust  he  had 
notKcd  tliut  summer. 

On  a  noon  following  he  saw  the  passage  of  the  three  oi 
four  carriages  that  constituted  the  funeral  cortege  of  Taou 
Yuen's  entirely  private  interment.  She  would  be  buried 
of  course  by  Christian  service:  here  were  none  of  tlu 
elaborate  Confucian  rites  and  ceremonial;  yet  —  from  wha 
Taou  Yuen  had  occasionally  indicated  —  Confucius,  Laa 
tze,  the  Buddha,  were  all  more  alike  than  different;  the) 
all  vainly  preached  humility,  purity,  the  subjugation  of  th( 
flesh.  He  stopped  later  in  the  Charter  Street  cemetery  am 
found  her  grave,  the  headstone  marked : 

Taou  Yuen 
a  j-anchurian  lady 

THE  WIFE 
OF 

Gerrit  Ammidon,  Esq. 

and  the  dates. 

He  saw,  naturally,  but  little  of  the  Ammidons — 
glimi)se  of  Rhoda  in  the  carriage  and  William  on  Charte 
Street;  the  Nautilus,  ready  for  sea,  continued  in  her  bert: 
at  Phillips'  Wharf.  Fragments  of  news  came  to  hir 
quoted  and  re-quoted,  grotescjuely  exaggerated  an 
even  malicious  reports  of  the  tragedy  at  the  Dunsacks 
Standing  at  his  high  desk  in  the  countingroom  of  the  Mor 
golian  Marine  Insurance  Company,  Taou  Yuen's  glittei 
ing  passage  through  Salem  already  seemed  to  him  a  fabl 
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a  dream.  Even  Sidsall,  rolmstly  near  by,  had  an  aspect 
of  unreality  in  the  tender  fabric  of  his  visions.  Captain 
Kendell,  his  spade  beard  at  the  verge  of  filmed  old  eyes, 
who  was  seated  at  the  window,  rose  with  difficulty.  For 
a  moment  he  swayed  on  insecure  legs,  then,  barely  gather- 
ing the  necessar;.  power,  moved  out  into  the  street. 

Later,  when  Roger  lirevard  was  turning  the  key  on  the 
insurance  company  for  the  day,  Lacy  Saltonstone  stopped 
to  speak  in  her  charming  slow  manner:  "  Mother  of 
course  is  in  a  whirl,  with  Cai)tain  Ammidon  about  to 
marry  that  Nettie  Vollar,  since  she  is  recovering  after  all, 
and  our  moving  to  Boston.  .  .  .  You  see  I'm  there  so 
often  it  will  make  really  very  little  difference  to  me. 
Sidsall  is  the  lucky  one,  though  you'd  never  know  it  from 
seeing  her.  ...  I  thought  you'd  have  heard  —  why,  to 
Lausanne,  a  tremendously  impressive  scliool  for  a  year. 
They  have  promised  her  London  afterward.  I  would  call 
that  a  promise,  but  actually,  Sidsall — ." 

"  Doesn't  she  want  to  go?  "  he  asked  mechanically,  all 
the  emotions  that  had  chimed  through  his  being  sud- 
denly clashing  in  a  di.scordant  misery.  He  bowed  ab- 
sently, and  hastening  to  his  room  softly  closed  the  door 
and  sat  without  supper,  late  into  the  evening,  lost  in  a 
bitterness  that  continually  poisoned  the  resolutions  formed 
out  of  his  overwhelming  need.  He  was  aghast  at  the 
inner  violence  that  destroyed  the  long  tranquility  of  his 
exi.-itence,  the  clenched  hands  and  spoken  words  lost  in 
the  shadows  over  the  Napiers'  garden.  He  wanted  Sidsall 
with  a  breathless  tyranny  infinitely  sharper  than  any  pang 
of  youth,  she  was  life  itself. 

She  didn't  want  to  go,  Lacy  had  made  that  clear;  and 
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he  told  himself  that  her  reluctance  could  onlv,  muM,  pn 
ceed  from  one  cau^c  —  tluit  (.ircd  ior  him.  As  1 
dwelt  on  this,  tin-  one  ulU  viating  po.- ibility,  he  becun 
certain  ol"  its  truili.  Ho  would  find  her  at  once  and  ' 
spite  of  Rhoda  and  William  Ammidon  explain  thiit  h 
whole  lioiH,'  lay  in  in.irr\  iriL;  ia  r.  W  ith  an  utter  contcm 
at  all  the  ?mall  uidi-rl}  h;il>it>  whidi,  he  nov;  saw,  we 
the  exj)re>>ion  of  a  eonfimied  tiiy  preci-M-nos,  he  left  h 
clothes  in  a  disorderly  heap.  Such  a  feeling  as  Sidsall 
and  his,  he  repeated  from  the  oppressive  expanse  of  h 
black  walnut  )k(1,  w  is  al.ove  ordinary  precautions  ai 
observance.  Then,  unable  to  tli^mi^s  the  thought  of  he 
crumpled  his  trou:-ers  would  l^e  in  the  tnorning,  oppress( 
by  the  picture  of  the  tumbled  garments,  he  finally  rose  an 
in  the  dark,  relaid  them  in  the  familiar  smooth  array. 

In  the  morning  his  disturbance  resolved  into  wh 
seemed  a  very  decided  and  reasonable  attitude;  1 
would  see  Rhoda  that  day  and  explain  his  feeling  ai 
establish  what  rights  and  agreement  he  could.  He  w 
willing  to  admit  that  Sidsall  was,  perhaps,  too  young  f 
an  immediate  decision  so  wide  in  results.  The  ache,  t 
hunger  for  happiness  shar;)ened  l)v  vague  j)remonitions 
mischance,  began  again  to  pound  in  his  heart. 

At  the  Ammidons'  it  was  clear  immediately  that  Rhodi 
manner  toward  him  had  changed:  it  ha»^'  l»ecc«ne  m< 
social,  even  voluble,  and  restrained,  .^t.e  convcrs 
brightly  about  trivial  happenings,  while  he  sat  listenii 
gravely  silent.  But  it  was  evident  that  she  soon  becai 
aware  of  his  differer..>  and  her  voice  grew  sharper,  almi 
antagonistic.  They  were  in  the  formal  parlor,  a  s 
nificant  detail  in  itself,  and  Roger  Brevard  saw  Willis 
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pa«s  the  drx)r.  Well,  lu  would  sucn  have  to  po,  hf  must 
s[)e;ik  about  Sid>dll  mo\'. .  It  prouii>cd  to  Ik-  uncxpcitedly 
difficult;  but  the  words  wore  lonning  when  she  came  into 
the  room. 

There  wore  laint  shadow  ■  under  iicr  eyes,  the  unmis- 
takable marks  of  rc:\r<.  An  ovc  rulu  Itnirit;  i)assi('ii  for 
her  choked  at  his  throat.  She  came  direitly  up  to  him, 
ignoring  her  mother.  "  Did  you  hear  that  they  want  me 
to  go  away  ?  "  she  asked.  He  nodded,  "  It's  that  I  came 
to  see  your  mother  about." 

"They  know  I  dor.'t  want  to,"  she  continued;  "I've 
explained  it  to  them  very  carefully." 

"  My  dear  Sidsall,"  Rhoda  Aramidon  cut  in;  "  we  can't 
have  this.  Wha^  Roger  has  to  sry  must  be  for  me  and 
your  father."  Tlie  girl  smiled  at  her  and  turned  again 
to  Reiser  Brevard.    "  Do  you  want  ire  to  go?  " 

"  Nol  "  he  cried,  all  his  planning  lost  in  uncontrollable 
rebellion. 

"  Then  I  don't  think  I  shall." 

William  entered  and  stood  at  his  wife's  shoulder. 
"  Vou  won't  insist,"  Sidsall  tared  them  quieiiy.  "  Ridicu- 
lous," her  father  repliid.  Brevard  realized  that  he  must 
support  the  girl's  bravery  of  spirit.  How  adorable  she 
was!  But,  before  the  overwhelming  superior  position  of 
file  elder  .\mmidons,  their  weight  of  propriety  and  author- 
ity, his  deteniiination  wavered. 

"  To  be  quite  frank,"  the  other  man  proceeded,  "  since 
it  has  been  forced  on  us,  Sidsall  imagines  herself  in  love 
with  you,  Bre\'ard.  I  don't  need  to  remind  you  how 
unsuitable  and  prepo-terous  that  is.  She's  too  young 
to  kno\v  the  meaning  of  li\o.    Besides,  my  dear  fellow, 
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you're  quarter  ii  ntur>  her  elik  \\  r  want  Sid^ull  to 
go  to  1.     on  liki'  li'-r  mc  ilier.  h;ivc  her  cotillions,  b'-fore 

she  sft^      inti)  mai    :■.;(.'  " 

"  Tl.     c;;!  1       XT  Si'!>.ill  touched  his 

hand.     'Wen  -  ry         i;  |)oint  them — " 

"  Vou  ought  I  )  U  iii.i'le  I  .  leave  the  room,"  WilLam 
fumt'.i. 

■   I  u..   i-n"t  nc      ny  tr  '  '      n.    "  I  am  suri 

Ru    '  urr'     -.aiui       rfi     ,  i         u-le  it  is.  You 

mustii  -t,     '     tn    '         '     i  r  I  admit  that  we 

lave  ver  .  d   erent  ,    ns  man  nearer  Sid- 

i'h,-  jrj  . '  '  .  on                            "     )U  want  to 

ni..-ry  yet               .^i.        ore  tl.     any  other 

coi    ivu  Bu              this  silently.    i.iS  courage 

sic,       ebl  ♦'fi-               I'll  displeasure  viewing  l.i 

col...       '  ''  [i.'iuscd  •  xpt'ctantly,  a  to'uh 

)f  imp  1  .  c  .  li:  her  manner.  "Please  tfll 
rhem  R  r." 

"         i  !i  I-  '     ut  up  with  this  is  beyond  me,"  \V 

n  .     iii'i'Mi  'ted  .ith  his  wife.    "  It's  shami 

'  ,)fTpr  Bp  u.   He  tried  to  say  something  about 

id  .ut  it  was  so  weak,  a  pulpable  re- 

reat.      vii,       dsall  alone  and  unsupported,  that  th( 
rd     <ri<li     unfinished.    The  girl  studied  him,  sud- 
1         '•tl.d,  and  her  (onfidcnce  ebbed.    He  turner 
ud  iy  convention,  filled  Aidme  and  c 

(V  yal. 

st.i  ilowed  of  unendurable  length,  in  which  h( 

fo.  ad  his     cntici  restin  ■  en  the  diversified  shapes  of  th( 
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East  India  money  in  u  corner  cabinet.  It  was  Sidsall 
who  finally  spoke,  slowly  ami  clearly; 

"  Forr'Vf  mc-." 

He  rcLu^riiicd  tliat  she  was  uuaR.-.siri  .  Iit-r  mother  and 
father.  Frwn  a  whisper  uf  skirts  he  realized  that  sJie  was 
leaving  the  room.  Without  the  will  necessary  for  a  last 
ulim|i-  he  '(xxi  with  hi  head  bowed  by  an  appalling 
seriNuti'.n  uf  wearme^.-^  and  }im'  -. 

In  a  lush  of  li  -ci.inprehen>ion,  Roger  Brevard  knew 
that  111  would  ne\''r,  as  he  had  hc^ied,  leave  Salem. 
He  was  .n  ai>~tomious  man,  one  of  a  family  of  long  lives, 
and  h'-  vson'  '  linger  here,  iiu  rea-ini^'s  unimportant,  for 
a  L'f  at  vhi  an  old  niaii  in  new  eptn  hs,  isolated  .mioiig 
str>  nge  peopi  and  prejudiee.^.  Whatever  the  cause  —  the 
small  safety  (yr  an  inward  flaw  —  he  had  never  been  part 
of  the  corporate  sweating  humanity  where,  in  the  war  of 
spirit  and  flesh,  I  vital  rewards  and  accomplishments 
were  round. 

Soon  after  he  pas?:;d  Gerrit  and  Nettie  VoUar  driving 
in  the  direction  of  the  harbor;  she  was  lying  back  wanly  in 

the  A  'imidon  barouche,  but  her  companion's  face  was  set 
'lirti'iv  ahead,  his  ex[jres<io"'.  of  general  disdain  strongly 
marked.  A  vigorous  hand,  Kogei  noted,  was  clasj)ed 
about  Nettie  s  supine  palm.  She  saw  him  standing  on 
the  sidewalk  and  bowed  slightly,  but  the  shipmaster 
plainly  overlch  ked  him  together  with  tlie  rest  of  Salem. 

The  end  of  summer  was  immitn  nt  in  a  whirl  of  yellow 
leaves  and  chill  gray  wind.  '1  here  was  a  ringing  of 
bugles  through  the  morning,  the  strains  of  military  quick- 
steps. rh>'thmic  tramping  ft^t  and  the  irregular  fulmination 
of  salutes.    That  it  was  aire  lay  of  the  "nnual 
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Fall  Review  seemed  incredible  to  Roger  Brevard.  He  was 
indiff-^rcnt  to  the  activities  of  the  Common;  but  when  he 
heard  that  the  Nautilus  was  sailing  in  the  middle  of  the 
afternoon  he  left  his  inconaequenlial  affairs  for  Phillips' 
Wharf. 

A  small  number  were  waiting  on  the  solid  rock-filled 
reach,  the  wharfinger's  office  at  its  head  and  a  stone  ware- 
house blocking  the  end,  where  the  Xautilus  lay  with  her 
iiign-.veeved  bowsprit  pointing  outward.  The  harbor  was 
slaty,  cold,  and  there  was  a  continuous  slapping  of  small 
waves  on  the  shore.  Darkening  clouds  hung  low  in  the 
west,  out  of  which  the  wind  cut  in  flaws  across  the 
open.  The  town,  so  lately  folded  in  lush  greenery, 
showed  a  dun  lift  of  roofs  and  stripping  branches  tossing 
against  an  ashy  ;  ':v. 

Close  beside  Roger  stood  Barzil  Dunsack,  his  beard 
blo\ving,  with  Kate  Vollar  in  a  bright  red  shawl,  her  skirts 
whipping  uneasily  against  her  father's  legs.  Beyond  were 
the  Ammidons  — William,  and  Rhoda  in  a  deep  furred 
wrap,  and  their  daughters.  Rhoda  waved  for  him  to  join 
them,  but  he  declined  with  a  gesture  of  acknowledgment. 

The  deck  of  the  Nautilus  was  ah.ive  his  vision  but  he 
could  see  most  of  the  stir  of  departure.  The  peremptory 
voice  of  the  mate  rose  from  the  bow,  minor  directions 
were  issued  by  the  second  mate  aft,  a  seaman  was  aloft 
on  the  main-royal  yard  and  another  stood  at  the  >^taae  ris- 
ing sharply  from  the  wharf.  G.  nt  and  his  wife  had  not 
yet  arrived,  and  the  pilot,  making  a  leisurely  appearance, 
stopped  to  exchange  remarks  with  the  Ammidons.  He 
climbed  on  board  the  ship  and  F.c^er  could  see  his  head 

[252] 


JAVA  HEAD 


and  shoulders  moving  toward  the  poop  and  mounting  the 

ladder. 

The  wind  grew  higher,  shriller,  every  moment;  it  was 
thrashing  among  the  st?.ys  and  braces;  the  man  aloft,  a 
small  movement  against  the  clouds,  swayed  in  its  force. 
There  was  a  faint  clatter  of  hoofs  from  Derby  Street,  Bre- 
vard had  a  fleeting  glimpse  of  an  arriving  carriage,  and 
Gerrit,  supporting  Nettie  Ammidon,  advanced  over  the 
wharf.  The  shipmaster  walked  slowly,  the  woman  cling- 
ing, filmost  dragging,  at  his  erect  strength.  They  went 
close  by  Roger:  Nettie's  pale  face,  her  large  shining  dark 
eyes,  were  filled  with  placid  surrcivJer.  Her  comi)anion 
spoke  in  a  low  grave  tone,  and  bhe  looked  up  at  him  in  a 
tired  and  happy  acquiescence. 

The  two  families  joined,  and  there  was  a  confused 
determined  gayety  of  farewell  and  -^ooJ  wi>hes.  Out  of  it 
finally  emerged  the  captain  of  the  XautUus  and  the  slight 
figure  upon  his  arm.  He  wore  a  beaver  hat,  and,  as  they 
mounted  the  stage,  he  was  forced  to  hold  it  on  with  his 
free  hand.  When  the  quarter-deck  was  reached  they  dis- 
appeared into  the  cabin. 

"  Mr.  Broadrick,"  the  pilot  called,  "  you  can  get  in 
those  bow  fasts.  Send  a  hawser  to  the  end  of  the 
wharf;  I'm  going  to  warp  out,"  There  was  a  harsh  an- 
swering clatter  as  the  mooring  chain  that  held  the  bow  of 
the  Xautilus  was  secured,  and  a  group  of  sailors  went 
smartly  forward  with  a  hemp  cable  to  the  end  of  the 
wharfs  seaward  thrust.  The  Nautilus  lay  on  the  e^'stem 
side,  with  the  wind  beating  over  the  starboard  quarter,  and 
there  was  little  difficulty  in  getting  under  way.  Strain 
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was  kept  on  the  stem  and  breast  fasts  while  the  mate 

directed : 

"  Ship  your  capt>tan  bara." 

The  capstan  turned  and  the  Nautilus  movi^d  forward 
to  the  beat  of  song. 

"  Low  lands,  low  lands,  hurrah,  my  John, 
I  thought  I  heard  the  old  man  say. 
Low  lands,  low  lands,  hurrah,  my  John, 

We'll  get  some  rum  

 Hurrah,  my  John. 

Then  shake  her — " 

"  Vast  heaving,"  Mr.  Bioadrick  .-houted. 

The  intimate  spectators  on  Phillips'  Wharf  moved  out 
with  the  ship.  Gerrit  Ammidon  was  now  visible  on  the 
quarter-deck  with  the  pilot.  He  walked  to  the  port  rail- 
ing aft  and  stood  gazing  somberly  back  at  Salem.  The 
stovepipe  hat  was  not  yet  discarded,  and  the  hand  firmly 
holding  its  brim  resembled  a  final  gesture  of  contempt. 
The  pilot  approached  him,  there  was  a  brief  exchange 
of  word-i,  and  the  form,   sharply  ordered: 

■'Stand  by  to  run  u[)  your  jii)  and  fore-topmast  stay- 
sail, Mr.  Broadrick.  Put  two  good  men  at  the  sheets  and 
see  that  those  sails  don't  slat  to  pieces. 

"  On  the  vvharf  there  —  take  that  stem  fast  out  to  the 
last  ringbolt.  Mr.  Second  Mate  ...  get  your  fenders 
board."  The  Vvind  increased  in  a  violence  tipped  with 
stinging  rain.  "  Give  her  the  jib  and  staysail."  She 
heeled  slightly  and  gathered  steerage  way.  Roger  Brevard 
involuntar'"' •'  waved  a  parting  salutation.  An  extraor- 
dinary .  •  - .  :  >n  swept  over  liim :  a  ship  bound  to  the  East 
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always  stirred  his  imagination  and  sense  oi  lieauty,  hut 
the  departure  of  the  Nautilus  had  a  special  significance. 
It  was  the  beginning,  yes,  and  the  end,  of  almost  the 
whole  sweep  of  human  suffering  and  despair,  of  longing 
and  hope  and  passion,  and  a  reward. 

"  Lot  go  the  stem  fast.    Steady  your  helm  there." 

"  Steady,  sir." 

A  mere  gust  of  song  was  distinguishable  against  the  bkst 
of  storm.  Under  the  lee  of  the  stone  warehouse,  on  the 
solidity  of  the  wharf,  tlie  land,  Roger  Brevard  watched 
the  Xdiitilus  while  one  l.y  one  the  topsails  were  sheeted 
home  and  the  yards  mastneaded.  "  A  gale  by  night," 
scHnebody  said.  The  ship,  driving  with  surprising  s(x;ed 
toward  the  open  sea,  was  now  apparently  no  more  than  t 
fragile  shell  on  the  immensity  of  the  stark  horizon. 

The  light  faded:  the  days  were  growing  shorter.  Alone 
Brevard  followed  the  others  moving  away.  Kate  Vol- 
lar's  red  shawl  suddenly  streamed  out  and  was  secured  by 
a  wasted  hand.  Just  that  way,  he  thought,  the  color  and 
vividness  of  his  existence  had  been  withdrawn. 


THE  END 
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